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A RESCUE MISSION 



‘OK, Fatso, where’s the girl?’ 

‘You underestimate us, Capri. Do you seriously think we’re going to 
tell you, after barging into my home uninvited?’ 

I whipped out my Preston. It was a shark against his tadpole of a gun. 
I pressed it tight against his groin. Only then did the smile slip from his 
lips and a certain nervousness appear. 

‘I’ll ask you one more time. Where’s the girl?’ 

He didn’t seem co-operative. He hadn’t been from the start. I spent 
most of my day tracking him down. There was only one guy in this 
whole city who fitted the description: Chinese-American, peaky eyes like 
a pig’s and hidden behind 24 hour sunglasses, a cigar permanently glued 
to his fingers as well, with a smell that was rancorous, upfront and in 
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your face, and big like he was manufactured out of 100% whale blubber. 
That’s why they called him Fatso. The guy’s real name was Fahso. He 
tried to establish his own contingent in the Bronx, a kind of Mini- 
Mafiosi, with a gang of hard criminals straight out of Sing Sing. He was 
big physically, but not in status, more like a big time loser, too lazy to do 
any work himself. Even his scheme to hold the Hunnicunt’s daughter for 
ransom was inept. He left a ton of traces anyone could have picked up 
which led all the way back to this hovel he called home. Did he really 
think he could get away with it, that nobody would notice his retinue 
pulling up outside with them all yelling as they bundled the girl inside? If 
you’re going to do a job, do it properly; don’t use incompetent lackeys 
who think they are invincible because they have got big guns, ft took me 
two seconds to sort out the lot of them. A few quick blasts with my fully- 
charged Preston and they were running away with their tails between 
their legs, leaving his front door wide open. All 1 had to do was step in 
and look mean. He tried to prove he was intractable, but as soon as my 
Preston was out he was quivering like a mound of jelly that had been left 
out of the refrigerator for too long. 

1 pressed my gun harder against his crotch. I then noticed there was a 
corresponding hardness in his pants as if the guy was getting turned on. 
He noticed and gave me a big greasy smile, unctuous and unkind. 

‘OK, Capri. 1 tell you.’ 


Finally I extracted the information from him and found the girl hidden 
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downstairs in the basement, bound and gagged, but not beaten. I guess 
she must have been through a rough ordeal. Two days in this shithole 
was enough to destroy anyone with fine sensibilities like hers. I unbound 
her and got her the hell out of there, leaving Fatso creaming in his pants. 
I drove her back to her parent’s place, a luxury apartment upstate. They 
were so grateful to get her back in one piece they gave me a bonus, a five 
hundred dollar tip. Plus my usual fee and expenses, like the car I hired 
for the job. That totalled $2500. Not bad for a day’s work. But as usual I 
had nothing lined up for the morrow. That, as they say, was going to be 
another day. 

I dropped off the car at the rental and headed home by foot, glad to 
get some air back into my lungs and wash the fat guy out of my mind. It 
had been a strange day, chasing one lead after another, some heading into 
cul-de-sacs with no way out, then having to turn back and start again. It 
should have been an easy job, taken a couple of hours, not a whole day. 
Or was it me getting flagged out in my old age, not being able to pick up 
the traces so easily like I used to? 


The day had started off normally, like any other day, with the Three 
C’s: a coffee, a cigarette, and a crap, not necessarily in that order. Only 
after that did I feel I was properly awake and back in touch with the real 
world. A two-minute phone call followed by a quick cab ride upstate had 
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me standing outside the Hunnicunt’s apartment, all lush and affluent, 
with a mother pleading for her missing child, waving a ransom note at 
me that could have been put together by a ten year old. They couldn’t 
even spell the word daughter right, putting ‘dauhter,’ as if the newspaper 
they cut up didn’t have any ‘g’s,’ and straight away told me I was 
dealing with buffoons. The mother, all tight-lipped, sporting a cruel and 
hard mouth, probably with a snatch to match, and a face that must have 
sunk a thousand ships, was a ball of frustration, crying for the safe return 
of a child she had conceived out of duty to her well-heeled husband. The 
kid was an emotional token in their marriage right from the start, and was 
never treated like a real person, more of an object. Now the woman was 
using the situation to badger her poor beleaguered husband—who just 
wanted a quiet life—into getting him to do what she wanted, regardless 
of the child. It was an opportunity she couldn’t afford to miss. I knew 
that as I picked it up just through a casual conversation, the tone of her 
voice and the words she used, making sure I met her at their apartment 
whilst the husband was still at work. Surely, he should have been here 
too. I already suspected she may have had a hand in the kidnapping, but 
it didn’t play out. As stupid as she was, even she would have more sense 
than to use a goon-squad who couldn’t wipe their own asses without 
leaving toilet paper stuck to the heels of their shoes. 

I tracked them down through some of my contacts, the best being 
Sam Hain who, although spending most of the time hanging around bars, 
always kept his ears open. And it was usually through beer-talk he 
caught little snippets of information, perhaps from the guys sitting next 
to him. They could have been bragging about some girl they picked up 
and poked, or about a game of pool, all useless information, but in that 
information Sam heard about Fatso and the Hunnicunt girl. He told me 
they had spotted her in a club where she was a regular. Went their every 
Saturday night with her bling friends, just party girls who wanted to have 
fun and a good time. The plan was to nab her there and take her back to 
Fatso’s. But, as they were aware, this girl had good breeding: she 
certainly wouldn’t have gone with a stranger outside, especially a male, 
so it was a matter of finding a woman she would be able to trust, and 
they knew exacdy who to turn to; Fatso’s sister. 

She was a noted whore, charging a thousand bucks a fuck, said to be 
worth every damn penny. I had never been there before. The opportunity 
never presented itself. Besides, I couldn’t afford it, and could think of a 
hundred other things to spend my hard-earned money on, having never 
come across a pussy worth that much, unless of course it was made out 
of pure gold and encrusted with precious stones like diamonds, rubies, 
etc. No pussy was worth a thousand, surely? 
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She went by the name of ‘Dragon Lady’ as she always wore a red 
Chinese dress with a dragon embroidered on the back in gold brocade, 
and about two sizes too small so as to emphasise the contours of her 
body. It was so tight she could only take tiny steps in her dainty feet, 
usually encased in patent red leather with high heels, and was always 
seen seated at the bar, never touching a dance floor as it was impossible 
to really move in that dress. She would sit on a bar stool, legs discreetly 
crossed, one hand resting on the bar, the other holding a cigarette in a 
gold holder, and had a certain way of smoking, a way that only a lady 
could smoke after years of practice, inhaling and exhaling at the right 
time. She would take the smoke in deep, and during a conversation she 
would hold it in, say something wicked, then let it out, blowing out the 
smoke to the side if she respected you, or into your face if you were an 
unwanted intrusion in her sacred space. Pure sophistication with style. 

It was said she preferred the ladies, and many young women who 
came across her, although straight, soon succumbed to her charms, and 
were converted on the spot. She would take them home, and the Eastern 
promise she offered would become a reality for most of them, leaving all 
these girls in her wake after a night of passion like a trail of strewn rose 
petals blowing listlessly in the wind. It wasn’t her pussy that was the 
factor, it was the way she used it, apparently. It was said she could bring 
a man to orgasm just by sitting on his dick and milking it like the udder 
of a cow. PE lessons in her school meant ‘pussy exercises,’ or pelvic- 
floor exercises where she would sit down on her haunches, the lips of her 
vagina wrapping round the neck of a bottle, picking it up and flinging it 
to the other side of the room. She had been doing that since she was 
twelve, and her vaginal muscles were so strong now it was also said she 
could lift a kilo weight attached to a dildo and walk ten yards without it 
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even slipping an inch. She sounded like quite a lady. 

When I finally caught up with her, just one look at her told me she 
was a wankfest, the sort little boys hitting puberty would go mad over, 
even ejaculating in their pants if she was to so much as brush up against 
them with her hot body. I could imagine most men having one passionate 
night with her, being fully satisfied, drained of all energy, but s t ill 
coming back and begging for more. She was totally moreish. 

She invited me in with sharp suspicious eyes. I came up close, my 
chest to her breasts, so close I could feel her nipples hardening beneath 
her freshly adorned bathrobe. She had just stepped out of the shower and 
smelt like roses, definitely more agreeable-smelling than her brother. 

I got to the point straight away, my breath so near to her eyes it made 
them all frosty. 

‘Where’s the girl?’ 

‘What girl?’ she breathed, in a succulent voice. 

‘The Hunnicunt’s cunt of a daughter. You were the last person seen 
escorting her away from the club. I’ve got witnesses to prove it.’ 

‘Darling, why don’t we sit down and talk about it,’ she whispered in 
my ear. I could feel the hairs in it curl up, producing a weird, peculiar 
sensation which was matched by a tingling in my loins. She must have 
noticed because as she sat down she deliberately crossed her legs slowly, 
allowing me a brief glimpse of her pantyless crutch, clean and shaven, 
but well used like a plughole in a communal bath. Again, I felt a tingle. 
The bitch was good. She knew what she was doing. And she was doing it 
on purpose. Pure cunt bait. 

‘Now, Englishman,’ she purred, ‘what were you saying?’ 

She flashed her eyes at me like some demon inviting me into their lair 
from which there was no possible escape. I had only been here a couple 
of minutes and already she was tempting me to do something indiscreet 
and totally unprofessional. 

I tried to resist by crossing my legs as well, sitting down opposite, our 
eyes fixed in a translucent moment that not even an ice-pick could crack, 
like I was falling for her charms, a spell that was neither verbal or written 
anywhere in the world. This was going to be a battle of wills, and right 
now she had the upper hand, and she knew it. 

‘The girl. Just tell me,’ I demanded, coolly but under hesitant breath. 

‘Which one? I know lots of girls, and I often escort them home. ’ 

‘The one worth fifty grand.’ 

‘Oh, that one. I don’t have her.’ 

‘Look, stop pussying around with me you piece of pussy. You know 
where she is.’ 

Just then her legs parted like the Red Sea, giving me more than a 
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glimpse of what tasty offers she had in store. My eyes were riveted to the 
spot. Her long freshly shaved legs parted some more, her delicate hands 
pulling back the folds of her robe, with a smile that could be responsible 
for a host of sins. 

It was no good. I had a Vesuvius in my pants ready to erupt. It was 
unbearable. Instinctively, I threw myself at her and went down on her 
with a vengeance, licking her out till she came, and fucked her hard and 
fucked her good until we both flopped on her sofa, our two bodies 
sustaining minimum weight for a few seconds, lifeless and inert. 

I rolled over on to my back, my trousers and pants still down by my 
ankles, my knob looking more than a little pleased with itself. They say 
the first cunt is the deepest, as well as the most memorable, and looking 
at my knob now was how it looked all those years back when I first lost 
my cherry. But still I’d quibble about being charged a thousand for the 
pleasure of having this whore who now lay very still beside me. She was 
as satisfied as I was. I could no more move now than I could get hard 
again. But she sure tasted good, reminding me of a fresh Persian pussy I 
had last year. 

‘Why do Chinese pussies taste different from other pussies?’ I asked 
her, with her juice still in the back of my throat. 

‘You think we better, do you?’ 

‘No, just different. Just like a Beijing fuck is different from a Russian 
fuck. But I love them both. ’ 

‘Darling, I give you the very best fuck.’ 

‘That will do nicely.’ 

Unbelievably, she managed to get me hard again with her mouth, and 
rode me like there was no tomorrow. But there was a nagging doubt in 
the back of my mind that she had an ulterior motive and that was to wipe 
me out and make me forget all about the girl. It must have been the 
reason why she was doing this. Even though I was screaming out, my 
knob all sore and bruised, she continued to fuck me, giving me the full 
treatment, working on my cock with long smooth strokes with her 
voracious vagina until we finally came again. She flopped over me, 
spent, the sweat of our hot, worn out bodies gluing us together. 

When I finally tore myself away from her it was like ripping our skins 
apart. She moaned one word, not in anguish or pain, but more in 
resolution; ‘Fahso.’ And closed her eyes and fell asleep silently, the two 
mounds of her pert but prominent breasts heaving gently, the only sign of 
movement. 

I pulled up my pants and zipped up my trousers and headed out the 
door. I got the information. That’s all I wanted. 

I knew all about her brother. Heard about him through people like 
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Sam and had a good idea where I might find him. It was four in the 
afternoon. I had wasted more time on the case than I wanted, hanging 
round bars, trying to make contacts, waiting for non-existent people to 
show, and spending over an hour in the sack with a Chinese whore who 
could have charged me a fortune for the pleasure of knowing her. 

She obviously lured the girl away, probably with a tempting offer, 
then passed her on to her brother who was going to try fleece the parents 
for a cool 50 grand. My pay was only a fraction of that up front. The car 
I hired for the job I could claim back as an expense, but I needed it to 
travel all round the Bronx and check out all the possible venues I could 
think which maybe connected with the fat cunt. A connection at his local 
bar put me on to his goons who then put me on to his home address. 

Even though the girl was a mess and sobbing her heart out when I got 
her into my car, she was so grateful for saving me she offered to go down 
on me. I declined her generous offer. Besides, my knob was still sore and 
it had seen enough action for one day. 

As she sat there, her beige top ruined where the ropes had cut into it, 
with mascara running down her cheeks where she’d been crying, and her 
long brown hair all matted like it hadn’t been washed for weeks, I 
couldn’t help feeling sorry for her, and was tempted to give her my pay 
for the job, put her on the nearest train and tell her to get away from here 
as far as possible. For she definitely didn’t deserve parents like that. If I 
had parents like hers I’d disown them. 

But seeing the delight on the old man’s face as I dragged her in—the 
stupid bitch was stubbornly refusing to cooperate as she really didn’t 
want to be there, suggesting we go back to my place instead—was a 
reward in itself. 

Now I was happy to head back home alone, because my feet were 
dog-tired and badly needed a rest, and then I could start thinking about 
the next job, if there was one ... 
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CAPRI, AT YOUR SERVICE 


In this business time is of the essence, but it also goes against you. 
Moving in the circles I moved in was about being in the right place at the 
right time. It was also about being patient, something I was not. You had 
to wait sometimes, and it was the waiting which killed me inside. You’re 
always waiting for the next job, when and if it ever came. This time, I 
didn’t have to wait long. 

As soon as I got back I knew something was up. I dropped to my 
knees, pulled out my Preston—just to be on the safe side—and slowly 
pushed the already open door of my apartment just a fraction. I listened 
but couldn’t hear a sound coming from inside and noticed a light coming 
from the main room. I didn’t leave it on when I left. To me that was an 
extravagance, a waste of money, something else I couldn’t afford, and 
simply not practical, especially when there was nobody at home. But 
somebody was tonight. 

I inched the door open further and found I was pointing my gun at a 
silent silhouette sitting on my sofa, the only piece of furniture in the 
room. 

‘Hello, Capri.’ 

The man’s voice came over smooth and authoritative like he owned 
the place. When he leaned forwards into the light I could see it was a cop 
from the local precinct by the name of Jenson, a plain clothes detective I 
could never get on with. 

‘Well, well. To what do I owe this unexpected pleasure?’ I asked, 
putting my gun away and turning on all the lights. 
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‘I see you still haven’t furnished your apartment.’ 

‘When I get around to it,’ I replied, disinterested in what he had to 
say. ‘Anyway, how did you get in here?’ 

Jenson rattled a set of skeleton keys in my face. I tutted. They were 
illegal and I could get him done for breaking and entering. 

‘No,’ he shook his head, reading my thoughts, and put his keys away, 
then sat back smugly. 

I pulled up a stool, sat opposite, disinclined to offer him a drink, 
which I didn’t have anyway. 

‘So, what do you want?’ I asked, knowing he probably wouldn’t give 
me a straight answer. 

‘It’s about the Hunnicunt girl.’ 

‘My, news travels fast.’ 

‘Especially when there have been complaints.’ 

‘What complaints? I did my job. Got the girl back, didn’t I?’ 

‘Sure you did. But you also happened to frighten a few patrons of 
various establishments along the way.’ 

‘So? Listen Jenson, I got a result, and that’s all that counts.’ 

‘Detective Jenson, if you don’t mind.’ 

‘That’s great coming from you. You break into my apartment, give 
me some bullshit at ten o’clock at night, and expect me to be all civil and 
courteous.’ 

‘Cool it, Capri. The boss wants to see you.’ 

‘At this time of the night? Can’t it wait till the morning? I’ve had a 
hard day. ’ 

‘We’ve all had a hard day. Come on.’ 

He grabbed me by my elbow and was leading me out the door like I 
was going down to the cell for the night. Before I could raise any more 
objections he was whisking me away in his car, a smug look on his face. 

I don’t like cops. Never have done. It would be all right if they left 
you alone, but they pretty much figured that the whole city was their 
property and didn’t like trespassers like me treading on their territory like 
there were strong lines everywhere demarcating areas ‘no entrance’ to 
some people, like me for example, these boundaries of which I had no 
presence of mind to even ask where they had been drawn. I tended to shy 
away from cops as often as possible for they always tried to make out 
they were above everyone, and my type was beneath them. They also got 
particularly jealous if they were left out of the action as if somehow they 
were the ones who should be dealing with a crime or misdemeanour, and 
in the long run you’d find they weren’t up to the job anyway. That’s why 
people came to me instead. I could do it far better, far more efficiently 
than them, and I had a track record to prove it. Also, I had a reputation in 
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this city, probably not the best at present, but a damn sight better than 
theirs. They tended to treat me like shit, like I always owed them a 
favour, and that any information I obtained should automatically be 
passed to them. I’m a private eye, not an informant, so what information 
I had I always retained for myself. Should they ask for it, I fell back on 
the oldest clause in the book; ‘client confidentiality,’ and I meant it. The 
only person I gave my information to was my clients; that’s what they 
were paying me for. But these leeches wanted it for free, and gave me 
nothing in return. They were, in my eyes, simply dishonourable people. 
They had no humanity either, especially the boss this plain clothes was 
taking me to see. 

He didn’t greet me as we walked into his office. Gave me the same 
shit look as all the other cops, like I was a pariah who had no right to not 
only be here but to even breathe in this city. It galled on me. Always did. 
No matter how many times they reacted to me in that way, I could never 
get used to it. 

‘Sit down, Capri,’ the boss barked. 

Jenson pulled up a chair, right in front of the man’s desk, and pushed 
me down forcibly on to it as if I was some kind of common criminal. 

‘Take off your jacket,’ the boss barked again. 

‘It’s all right. I’m perfectly comfortable as it is, thanks,’ I responded 
calmly without due concern. 

But Jenson ripped the thing off, exposing the holster I was wearing, 
and whipped out my Preston, then handed it to the boss who just shook 
his head. 

‘I thought so. It’s that damned Preston of yours again.’ 

‘I’ve got a gun licence,’ I retaliated. 

‘Not for this cannon, you ain’t.’ 

‘Why can’t you carry a normal gun like everybody else, Capri?’ 
Jenson butted in. 

‘I don’t do normal jobs. That’s why,’ I replied, and folded my arm s . 

‘You could get done for this,’ the boss uttered, pointing to my 
precious possession. ‘And I’ve got half a mind right now to do just that. 
But seeing as you have proved yourself once again in this big city of 
ours, it maybe that I will overlook it this time, especially if you do us a 
favour.’ 

Oh no, I should have guessed. I was always doing the cops what they 
called ‘favours.’ I called them what they really were; ‘jobs without pay,’ 
doing their nasty little work on the side for them. What was it going to be 
this time? Another killer on the loose nobody could track down? Then 
get Capri. We’ll use him. He’s always at our service. Why do the work 
ourselves and get our hands dirty when he can do it for us instead? We’ll 
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take all the credit for it and give him zilch in return. That’s how it usually 
went. 
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CRAFTY THIEVES STEAL ONE OF 
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The boss shoved yesterday’s paper in my hands, and pointed to the 
headline. The whole article read: 


JEWEL HEIST: CRAFTY THIEVES STEAL 
ONE OF THE WORLD’S BIGGEST DIAMONDS 

Thieves last night broke into the Carnegie Hall, stealing one of the world’s 
most expensive diamonds. It was on loan from the wealthy and influential 
Abulaffia family of Saudi Arabia as part of an exhibition of royal jewels of 
the Middle East, arranged by the authorities of both this country and theirs, 
and was due to go on a worldwide tour once the exhibition finished at the 
end of the month. 

Princess Alexia, who received the precious gem as a gift on her 
wedding night, was said to be ‘terribly distraught’ and ‘inconsolable.’ 

Police are still trying to determine how the crafty thieves got in. There 
was no visible sign of forced entry and the alarm was not tripped. 

Commissioner Davis, the new head of the NYPD, said, ‘This is acutely 
embarrassing for us. It was put into our entrusted care and we were 
personally responsible for it. The Carnegie was chosen on purpose because 
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it has maximum security. We thought it was the safest place in New York. 
Obviously not.’ 

The diamond, the Alexia, renamed after the princess, was estimated at 
a value of around 350 million USD, as its weight of 490.4 carats (or 100.6 
grams) makes it one of the largest cut diamonds in the world, just a few 
grams lighter than the world’s second largest diamond the Cullinan I, now 
in possession of the British royal family, and is similar in shape. 

It was discovered at the Premier Mine in South Africa in 1991 and was 
the largest of its kind to be found in recent years. It took a team of twenty 
experts to agree how the rough gem should be cut, including some from 
this very city. After being cut, many smaller diamonds were produced 
from it, and the remaining cut was reputed to be internally and externally 
flawless, and colorless, as determined by the GIA (Gemological Institute 
of America), and given the highest grade possible for its kind. 

When it went up for auction at Sotheby’s in London three years ago, it 
was expected to fetch at least $150 million. It went for nearly double that, 
although its value since then has undoubtedly increased. It was bought by 
Prince Abusif for his then fiancee, the Princess, and was promised to her as 
a marriage vow. 

Police are still investigating possible links to the Mob, and are 
appealing for any witnesses to come forward. 

We asked one expert, who preferred to remain anonymous, for his 
opinion. Did he think we would ever see it again? ‘It is extremely unlikely. 
You have to understand that this gem is priceless, one of a kind. I have 
personally inspected it myself and I can say with absolute certainty it is 
perfect, flawless, and deserves its reputation for being one of the most 
valued stones in the world. But personally speaking, I think who ever took 
it will be stuck with it. The diamond is too well-known to be passed on to 
anyone who would want to touch it. I think it has gone underground, and 
that’s where it will stay.’ 

The Abulaffia family have offered an extremely generous reward for its 
return. Anyone with more information should contact the police. 

Yes, I had heard all about it. One of the world’s largest diamonds got 
nabbed. So what, I thought. Serves the bitch right who owned it. Like the 
rest of her family, she had more money than sense and would often fly 
over to London, hiring a private jet so she could go shopping in Harrods, 
spending a fortune, some t imes a million pounds in a single spree. She 
really thought she was royalty now having married into that family. But 
she was just an ordinary girl from Croydon who happened to bump into 
the Prince at a trendy nightclub in London and refused to go to bed with 
him unless he could prove he was serious about his intentions towards 
her. She forced him to get engaged and only then was he allowed to shag 
her. The bitch believed in her ego too much, acting as if she was really 
something, and worth her weight in gold. Like most pretentious women, 


13 



THE MASS DEBATERS 


she was probably shit in the sack anyway, and not worth bothering with. 



There was a photo of the Princess below the headline posing with her 
favourite acquisition. She was holding it up for all the world to see. I 
could imagine her saying something like, ‘Oh, look at me. Aren’t I 
clever. Not only have I conned the Prince of one of the wealthiest 
families in the world to marry me but I also made him buy me this little 
trinket. ’ It cost the Prince not only financially but morally, and there she 
was holding it like it was just a button she had picked up. I threw the 
paper down in disgust. 

‘So what?’ I shouted out, too tired to care about some stolen ice. 

‘This could have serious repercussions for the city, Capri. It was 
theoretically in our possession when it was taken and therefore we are 
indirecdy responsible.’ 

‘Then do your job. Go and retrieve it.’ 

‘We would like to, Capri, but it’s out of our jurisdiction. All the leads 
we have come up with so far point to it being shipped south, either 
Miami or New Orleans, somewhere down there. Her highness is offering 
a generous reward for its return. It could set you up for life. ’ 

‘That’s what you said about the last job. And look where it got me. A 
big fat zero. No thanks.’ 
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‘As I said, we may overlook this indiscretion on your part,’ indicating 
my gun lying on his desk, ‘and let you carry on using it if you do this job 
for us.’ 

‘I wouldn’t know where to start looking. It happened a couple of 
nights ago. There would be no traces left, especially if your forensics 
people have been all over the place, wiping them away.’ 

‘No need to worry about that. We have a firm lead. You can contact 
him in the morning. ’ 

The boss passed me a business card. White with gold lettering. A 
jeweller by the name of Zweitser with his own store located on the 
Eastside. 

‘Tell you what,’ I told them. ‘I will go and have a word with him, but 
I’m not promising anything.’ 

‘Good.’ 

The boss handed Jenson my Preston who slipped it back in my holster 
where it belonged. 

I walked out of there with a sigh of relief. I hated being pressured into 
anything, but without my gun I would be lost. Besides, I had nothing 
lined up for the next day anyway. In fact, nothing for the whole week. It 
was time to head home again, converse with Angel and see what the 
cards had to say about my future. 

I spent the rest of the night communing with Angel. We were locked 
in an eternal embrace as soon as I went up to see her. Our souls were 
one. I was vibing it up like I was drinking pure nectar, right from the 
source. It went down, smooth dynamite, exploding in my head, leaving 
traces of white light where thoughts had once been. 

I came out of the trance enervated, just as I always did after a good 
rapport. She assured me all was as it was; things were meant to be this 
way, no worse, no better, just is. However, this didn’t assure me fully. I 
just hoped she didn’t have any more big initiations in store for me. The 
last thing I needed was another mindfuck like my last job. It took me six 
months to recover and get my powers back. It didn’t help either that I 
had to go on another retreat afterwards. That was simply something I 
couldn’t afford to do again; taking more time off was out of the question. 
I was still looking for the big job with the big pay-off. Hopefully this 
next one could be it. With a handsome reward I would be able to take off 
as much time as I wanted, and who knows, even take old Angel with me 
as well. 
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THE JEWISH JEWELLER 


I contacted the jeweller first thing in the morning. He was very abrupt, 
but courteous like it was strictly business; no time for formal talk, the old 
chitchat, or parleying with simple pleasantries. 

I took a cab to the Eastside and found his store about a halfway down. 
I didn’t expect it to be so large, but then I found out afterwards this was 
the centre of the diamond trade, apparently. I wouldn’t know, never 
having been into jewellery at all. Rings, necklaces, bracelets, etc., they 
all seemed so vulgar and impractical, just there for showing off one’s 
wealth. The only thing I wore was my Rolex Oyster Perpetual, a present 
(or should I say, reward) from that job I did last year. It served me well, 
was always working, and kept time beautifully, like I was on time now, 
calling on this Zweitser who had some kind of status around here, and 
obviously a Jew. 

Just like he was on the phone, in person he was strictly business-like 
but courteous, and ushered me into the back room, leaving the pretty girl 
behind the counter to take charge. 

‘Come in, Mr Capri.’ 

‘Thanks.’ 

He ushered me over to one of the plush chairs and took his seat 
behind his big mahogany desk. I asked if I could smoke. He nodded his 
consent and put an ashtray in my direction. I always started the meeting 
with a smoke. It helped me to relax, get into the atmosphere, and take in 
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my surroundings. Right now I was doing just that, looking at all the 
frames on the wooden panelled walls housing certificates connected with 
his trade. The guy must have been everywhere. There were certificates 
from all over the world; Rio de Janeiro, Berlin, Moscow, London, Paris. 
You name it, he had been there. He was an international trader with 
international connections. Looked like he had been around a long time as 
well, with slicked back white hair, goatee beard and thick gold-rimmed 
specs, the sort you end up wearing if you spent half your life staring at 
gems through a magnifying glass. 



‘I’m here in an official capacity, on behalf of the police.’ 

‘I understand, Mr Capri.’ The old man nodded, looking more like a 
sage from the East than a Jew who dealt in diamonds. 

‘The police believe you may be able to help me in a certain matter,’ I 
continued, to which he again nodded. ‘You know the Alexia diamond 
was stolen, don’t you?’ 

‘Yes, of course. I was the one who was interviewed in the paper.’ 

‘I see. So you were one of the experts who helped cut it?’ 

‘No, I simply gave them advice. But, yes, I did handle it many years 
ago when it was a rough rock. It was one of the largest I have ever seen. 
Beautiful. Perfect. No imperfections whatsoever.’ 

‘And very expensive. ’ 

‘Priceless. Mere money cannot put a price on something so valuable. 
It is one of a kind. Maybe not as large as the Cullinan I, but certainly just 
as precious.’ 

‘I see. The folks at HQ believe it may have been transported south. Is 
that correct?’ 

‘Put it this way, Mr Capri. The stone is too hot to handle. Certainly 
not by small time crooks, though maybe ones slightly higher up in the 
chain, but only if it is cut into smaller stones. And that would be a great 
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pity. But I fear the theft was political.’ 

‘Oh, in what way?’ 

‘To manufacture a situation in the East that will cause some tension 
between two already opposed countries; ours and theirs. And I believe 
the motivations run deeper than that. This is not just about some girl who 
has lost her dog.’ 

‘I understand that. I realise the full gravity of the situation.’ 

‘Good, because I believe we are dealing with master criminals here.’ 
He stopped momentarily as if unsure how to phrase his next line, then 
proceeded. ‘Have you heard of a secret society called the MD’s?’ 

‘The MD’s? No, can’t say that I have.’ 

‘It stands for Mass Debaters. It’s essentially a mental collective, a 
think tank, a huge decision making machine spread across global parties. 
They are the pet subject of all conspiracy theorists, believing them to be 
responsible for every event we see, but remain firmly in the background, 
a bit like the Illuminati, and are supposed to run most of the banks and 
stock markets of the world. They have concessions in everything and pull 
all the strings, making some of the ultimate decisions that will affect the 
whole planet. It is even said they masterminded some of the biggest 
terrorist attacks in this country, purely for financial gain. ’ 

‘I see. A secret society, eh? So secret nobody knows about them, like 
who is involved, the names of the masterminds behind this organisation, 
that kind of thing. Right?’ 

‘Correct, Mr Capri. Nobody knows who they are or who is involved. 
But really we are all involved in their decisions in one way or another. 
By simply going along with their plans, we not only comply with their 
wishes, we also solidify their position. Each circumstance we witness, 
like the diamond theft, is merely the tip of the iceberg. Their plans go so 
much deeper than anything we can ever conceive. Right now they could 
be planning World War Three and we wouldn’t know about it until it 
happens, but something could be orchestrated well in advance before we 
see the first imminent signs. The funny thing about them is, we can 
neither prove nor disprove their existence.’ 

‘So how does Miami or New Orleans fit into their scheme?’ 

‘The rock would have to go south, then from there possibly shipped to 
somewhere like Brazil, Colombia, or any country which has some degree 
of diplomatic immunity from the States and no political sanctions. It 
would then be cut up, split, and shipped back here.’ 

‘And presumably make the dealer more money than its net worth.’ 

‘That’s not quite correct. You see, the amount of stones one can get 
from a larger stone, although coming from the same stone, may make the 
total value of the stones as a whole less than what it would have been 
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worth complete. In the same way, a ring with many small diamonds with 
a combined total weight of 2.50 carats can cost significantly less than a 
solitaire ring with a single diamond weighing the same amount. That’s 
because larger diamonds are rarer than smaller ones of comparable 
quality, and therefore they cost more per carat. So the Alexia may well in 
fact depreciate if it was cut into smaller stones. ’ 

‘OK, so if that’s true, where do I start looking?’ 

‘Try New Orleans first.’ 

‘Why Voodooland?’ 

‘I have a connection down there. He is mainly an importer, but he 
deals in anything, no matter how dodgy. He would be their first point of 
contact since he would have a good idea where to export it.’ 

‘What’s his name?’ 

‘Goldstein.’ 

Great, I thought. Another Jew. 

After a few more words with the Jewish jeweller, I left, unimpressed. 
The deal, if you could call it that, was I get the rock back and get a slice 
of the reward if I hand it over to Zweitser uncut. He would then check it 
was authentic to make sure it was indeed the same stone, and pass it on 
to the Princess, and pay for all my travel expenses up front, including the 
hire of another car. He suggested when I get there to make myself look 
impressive, not to act as some P.I. on an investigation; more like a dealer 
with big connections. The guy arranged everything; my flight, my hotel 
and my car. I was to leave immediately. 

Even so, this wasn’t exactly what I had in mind. Most of my cases are 
personal; a missing dog, daughter, money, or family heirloom, not a 
national incident that could have political ramifications. I also had a bad 
feeling about this. Whereas I normally used my powers to pick up traces 
from close connection with the parties involved, with this case I would 
be working from a distance with no psychic connection at all, not until at 
least I came into contact with the people who were handling the stolen 
item. So it was going to be one of those cases where I would have to play 
it safe, make my presence known, and act like I was a guy in the middle. 
I didn’t like it at all. The only good thing about it was I would be 
working alone. I always work alone. 

After a quick shower and a shave, I was packing my bag (a small 
holdall with two clean shirts, a roll neck sweater, a pair of jeans, a vest, a 
pair of sneakers, enough underwear to last me a week and my faithful 
toolkit), checking my Preston was fully charged, and soon walking out 
the door. 
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WELCOME TO VOODOOLAND 


Three hours later and two cab rides and a half empty plane, I was in the 
heart of what I call Voodooland. 

The strange thing about New Orleans is that it has a history, but that 
history is distinctly European, at least where I was staying—a small hotel 
on Lafayette Street—with a French influence everywhere and a strong 
Negro presence. They had come over here as slaves back in the 
seventeenth century, bringing with them their cultural roots, via Haiti, 
and also their religion or voodoo, a blend of African primitivism tinged 
with an unorthodox Christianity, couched in Creole terms, a pidgin 
language that gave rise to Creole proper, or Haitian Creole as it is more 
commonly known, a French-based language, with influences including 
English, Spanish, Portuguese, Taino, and some West African languages. 
But this idea of voodoo becomes more pronounced further out in the 
sticks to the East where the people still live in rundown shacks and 
derelict villages, in strong contrast to the rich suburbs lying to the West. 

I could pick up the so-called ‘Voodoo Rhythm’ just heading to the 
hotel. The building lay mid-centre of these two polarities, and was 
consonant with the same difference I experienced once in Africa. (At the 
equator, if you pour water down a hole just to the south of the line, the 
water swirls round in an anti-clockwise direction. If you step a few yards 
to the north of the line, the water runs clockwise. However, on the line 
there is no difference; the water runs straight down. This phenomenon is 


20 



WELCOME TO VOODOOLAND 


something that has to be seen to be fully appreciated. It is distinct and 
divisive.) Outside the hotel, it hit me that I was standing right in the 
middle of this disparity. 

New Orleans was still one of the largest ports in the South, as it had 
been since the 19th century when it was exporting most of the US’s 
cotton output, as well as other products, to Europe and beyond, deep into 
the Middle East, Africa and parts of Asia. So I could understand why I 
was here and why whoever it was who stole the Alexia would be using 
this place as an outlet, and possibly their first ‘port of call,’ so to speak. 

Still observable everywhere I looked was its rich and unique cultural 
and architectural heritage, deriving from the French settlers of the 17th 
century who consisted of mainly fur trappers and traders. They built 
some of the first setdements which would later go on to become New 
Orleans proper in 1718, making it a major hub of trade from thence 
onwards, with the Mississippi River as an important trading route, a 
connecting link with the land to the North and the Gulf of Mexico to the 
South. Unfortunately because of this, New Orleans also attracted the 
most unsavoury types and became a seedy place in the latter part of the 
18th century, a den of thieves and murderers, comprising deported galley 
slaves, trappers, gold-hunters, etc., and ultimately pirates. By 1805, a 
census denoted a heterogeneous population of around eight and a half 
thousand (actually said to be far higher than that) which included about 
three and a half thousand whites, one and a half thousand free blacks, 
and just over three thousand slaves. Only two decades later, New Orleans 
had grown rapidly, with its influx of Americans, African, French and 
Creole French (or people who were of French descent but born here in 
the Americas) and coloured Creoles who were of mixed European and 
African ancestry, most of whom were fleeing from the violent revolution 
in Haiti. It was the latter who brought their religion and culture with 
them, and it was still here if you cared to look for it. Their flight helped 
to increase the amount of French-speaking people in the city which 
would explain the preponderance of French sounding names; they were 
ubiquitous where ever I looked. However, by the end of the 19th century, 
French usage in the city went into considerable decline and faded 
significantly. But it was still possible, after the Second World War, to 
find some elderly Creole women who spoke no English. These were said 
to be mambos (voodoo priestesses) who held on to their ancestral beliefs. 
How many were around now it was impossible to say, yet I believed they 
could be unearthed out in the sticks where the American influence had 
failed to make a mark. Some of the villages looked like home-grown 
territory; it was credible to believe you were back in Haiti or Africa 
somewhere: their livelihood was that basic and antiquated. 
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By the nineteenth century New Orleans became not only a cultural 
centre but also a commercial one which was reinforced when the United 
States Federal Government established a branch of the United States 
Mint here (in 1838), and this helped to consolidate its relevance to the 
rest of the States and the world as a place of importance. I still had in my 
small collection some gold coins minted here, also a Morgan silver 
dollar. They were given to me by my father when I was a child. I had no 
idea of their current value; I was just hanging on to them as long as I 
could, until I was desperate and strapped for cash. 

By the 1920’s, New Orleans, like most cities, underwent a major 
rejuvenation project, a total redevelopment that saw the loss of some of 
its cultural identity, like the old cast-iron balconies on Canal Street, 
although some can still be seen on Bourbon Street, and the scrapping of 
the streetcars, although there was talk awhile back about returning them 
in the nineties, so I understood, which would thankfully give the city 
back its character. I made a note to check that out later to see if it had 
been done or not. 

Tourism had boomed over the last few decades. This was a major 
factor in boosting the local economy. Many visitors not only came here, 
they also decided to stay, being attracted to the city’s bohemian artistic 
community that had grown up around the French Quarter with its cheap 
rents and air of decay, long after it became fashionable in the twenties 
and thirties. They didn’t seem to be put off either by the threat of severe 
flooding, always a problem with any city based near a river, especially a 
turbulent one like the Mississippi. Only recently New Orleans had 
experienced one of the worst floods in its recorded history, with many of 
the old properties that gave the city its character having been destroyed, 
some dating back to the early part of the nineteenth century. One of 
them, which was unaffected by the floods, was my hotel. 

Although the Bienville (named after the French Louisiana governor 
who helped to found the city) was small it was prestigious, bearing all 
the hallmarks of its historic architecture and steeped in history. A long 
curving staircase led up to the first floor and my room. It was at the front 
with a small balcony overlooking the main causeway below. Stepping 
out and having my first cigarette in this town, I could see why Zweitser 
had chosen this hotel for me rather than one of the more luxurious ones 
in the centre of town. This was on the intersection of the main highway 
leading directly into town and the first stop-off point for most visitors. If 
anybody was to come to New Orleans from the North, this would be their 
main route, and not some back street. It would be here they would be 
noticed. 

Another quick shower—the heat was bearable but had me sweating 
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already in a comfortable air-conditioned room—and a quick check on my 
gun, I was out of the door heading to the rental place down the street. 



I gulped when I laid my eyes on it. The car was immaculate and the 
sort of thing I couldn’t clear in three years’ salary, never mind one. It 
would probably set me back about two to three hundred grand in real 
terms and therefore way out of my league. Why Zweitser had chosen this 
particular model I never would understand. But it wasn’t the model or 
make that concerned me right now; it was the colour: Gold! Talk about 
standing out a mile, it was like having an erection in a room full of 
eunuchs and hoping nobody would notice. If this wasn’t going to attract 
attention, then nothing was. 

The pretty assistant came over with the key, a simple fob with a 
button on one side and the car maker’s logo on the other. She pressed it, 
the driver’s door opened, swinging up like gull-wing doors, and so 
smoothly and silently you couldn’t help but be impressed. I slid into the 
seat and got myself comfortable, taking in my new surroundings, all 
black interior, real leather everywhere, even on the steering wheel. 

She passed me the fob and wished me a good day. I watched her 
retreat back into the building, glad she wasn’t sticking around to watch 
me make a fool of myself as I tried to work out how to get the damn 
thing started. There was no ignition, only a single red button you could 
imagine would be used in a submarine to launch a missile. I pressed it. 
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Nothing happened. I pressed it again, this time my foot firmly pressing 
the clutch. The engine kicked into action with a soft, gentle, yet almost 
inaudible hum. Merely touching the accelerator, still with the clutch in, 
made me aware of the enormous power of its engine. It felt like I was 
sitting on some wild beast which couldn’t wait to be let loose. The press 
of another small switch to the side had the gull wing door come down 
silently and lock into place. Now fully ensconced inside in what was 
more like the cockpit of a jet, I released the clutch and was off, barely 
feeling the friction of the big black wheels gripping the tarmac as if I was 
being conveyed on a cushion of air. The speedometer indicated this was 
a brand new vehicle with only five miles on the clock. It smelt like it too; 
the smell of fresh upholstery was overpowering. I had to hit another 
button to open the windows and get some breathable air in. A few 
seconds later I was heading South straight for the ports. 



Zweitser said my point of contact was Goldstein, an established name 
round here. If anything was taking place he would know about it. I 
parked my car right up front hoping the big cranes overhead were safe 
and the car was well out of harm’s way. Should anything happen to it, I 
would be liable, and that was something I would never be able to afford. 
I found him in his office in one of the biggest warehouses on the docks. 

The guy greeted me with the typical attitude of a Southerner; all 
congenial and big smiles. I gladly accepted his outstretched hand; it was 
warm but sticky with sweat. Just by the look of him I could tell he was a 
hands-on kind of man, the sort who don’t mind getting their hands dirty 
and preferred to be working manually rather than tucked away in some 
stupid office behind some stupid desk. 

I sat down in the chair opposite and reached in my jacket pocket for 
my cigarettes. It was a routine I had become accustomed to; it always put 
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me at ease with strangers. I lit up and watched the smoke leave my 
mouth and spiral up to the vaulted ceiling, all corrugated steel like the 
walls. My eyes then came back down and fixed on this guy before me, 
with no idea what to say and how he could possibly help me in my quest. 

‘Zweitser sent me,’ I simply uttered. 

‘I know,’ he nodded and leant back in his chair. ‘He told me you were 
after something special.’ 

‘That’s right. And I’m willing to pay handsomely for it.’ 

‘What if I told you it wasn’t for sale?’ 

‘What if I said I am still interested?’ 

‘Then I suppose I might be able to put you in touch with the right 
people.’ 

‘Good. That would be a start. Where can I find them?’ 

‘Whoa. Hold your horses. This isn’t something I’m even supposed to 
know about. And you walk into my office and expect me to divulge such 
information.’ 

‘I had it on good authority that you were a friend to be trusted. And 
Zweitser thinks you owe him a favour. In return, you tell me what you 
know and that debt to your friend will be cleared. ’ 

‘Not forgetting all the others I still owe him. OK, this is strictly 
between you and me. If it was discovered I was the source of your 
information, certain parties would take it rather unkindly. I have my 
name and reputation at stake here. And I wouldn’t want anything getting 
out. Understood?’ 

‘I understand, Mr Goldstein. You can trust me for my discretion. No 
one will know about this conversation.’ 

‘Good. About a couple of days ago a man in a white suit asked me 
about a shipment to Rio, to a family who have unsavoury connections, 
not the sort of people I deal with at all. ’ 

‘Did this man give a name?’ 

Goldstein shook his head. ‘We don’t deal in names around here. 
Strictly cash.’ 

‘How much?’ 

‘I told him I could ship it for a few grand. He said he would think 
about it and would come back the next day. He never returned, but I got 
the impression he was asking on somebody’s behalf who were desperate 
to get it out safely. Putting it in the post was not an option. Whoever it 
was were very concerned it should get to the right people.’ 

‘I see. Any idea where I can find him?’ 

‘He’s not local, but I would guess he’s still here just waiting for a 
decision. All the other shippers round here have said the same thing. But 
I told them all; if anyone was to deal with this man it would be me. So I 
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figure he’s going to come back to me soon. Once he gets the go-ahead.’ 

‘How do you know we are talking about the same thing here?’ 

‘It doesn’t take a genius to put two and two together. I get a visit from 
this man the same day an item is stolen in New York. In fact, a few hours 
before it even happened. Whoever he was, he was obviously checking a 
route was clear to ship it through, otherwise why steal an item that is so 
famous and recognisable no one in their right minds would want to touch 
it. You can’t sell it. You can’t pass it on to anyone without it being 
identified. No jeweller I know of would even consider cutting it, a 
diamond that is so unique, so flawless, it would tear his heart out. No, I 
am convinced we are talking about the same thing. ’ 

‘And you said you would ship it?’ 

Goldstein nodded. ‘That’s right. If the price was right. I had a feeling 
they would be coming to me. I’ve been in this business for over forty 
years. I’ve dealt in everything, from African ivory to Faberge eggs. They 
know I can be trusted.’ 

‘When did he say he would be back?’ 

‘He didn’t. But I’m expecting a call any minute. I suggest you hang 
fire. Wait for me to notify you and you can close in on him. Where are 
you staying?’ 

‘At the Bienville on Lafayette.’ 

‘Nice place. I’ll contact you there.’ 

‘Right.’ 

I stubbed out my cigarette and got up to leave. Goldstein came round 
from behind his desk and followed me out. I had a funny feeling he had 
been watching me approach his place and wanted to get a closer look at 
my car. I was right. He was in awe of it and couldn’t take his eyes off it. 

‘She’s a beauty. I must add one to my collection,’ he joked. 

‘Certainly is,’ I replied and shook his hand once more and climbed in. 

I spun the car round and was out of there in seconds, and couldn’t 
help noticing all these pairs of eyes, from dockhands to officials, staring 
at me as I drove past them. Again, I got to thinking why Zweitser had 
chosen this car. There had to be a reason. It must be the only gold car in 
a town full of nondescript cars that were mostly either black or white. 
Obviously he wanted me to get noticed, and his plan was working. 
Everyone noticed me drive back to the hotel. Everyone knew I was here. 

Back at the hotel I skipped dinner and went straight to my room. I 
wasn’t in the mood for eating, and settled for a bottle of champagne to be 
brought to my room, chilled, and turned the air-conditioning on full and 
opened the windows. The air wafted in, but hot and sultry. The heat was 
building up. I missed Mardi Gras by three months. I wished I had been 
here earlier to witness the spectacle as the carnival was said to be wild. I 
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could imagine the parade going right past my window, with everyone 
having a good time. It was something on my bucket list. I had no idea 
how long I was going to be here, but I certainly wasn’t sticking around 
for another nine months. This was my first time in the Big Easy; I was 
falling in love with it already. It had a culture I could soak up, and beat 
the gruelling streets of New York any day. I was just hoping it wouldn’t 
be my last. 

All I had to do now was wait for Goldstein to get back to me, check 
out this guy in white and see where that led me. Who knows? I may have 
the case wrapped up in a couple of days, then head back home with the 
rock in my possession. Or was I now kidding myself? I learnt from the 
past: No case is straightforward. I had to consider the Hunnicunt girl. 
What I thought was a simple matter ended up a farrago, with me taking 
nearly ten hours to track down one silly bitch who couldn’t keep her 
knickers on for more than ten minutes. This case would probably go the 
same way as well. 

I stood and smoked on the balcony, surveying the life below me. It 
was early evening. All the bars and clubs would be heaving soon and I 
was tempted to go down there and join in the action, take in a few dives, 
see what was happening. But I couldn’t. Goldstein wanted me to wait. 
And I would have to wait for him to contact me first before I made my 
next move. 

A knock on the door shook me out of my deliberations. I finished my 
cigarette and flicked the butt into the street below and answered it. I let 
the waiter in. He parked the trolley in the centre of my room. I gave him 
a hefty tip and closed the door behind him. The champagne would go 
down as another expense. But I figured, if I was supposed to be some 
wealthy guy looking for business then I had better play the part and 
ordered the best the hotel had; a bottle of Veuve Clicquot, well over a 
hundred dollars, but I didn’t care about the price; I wasn’t paying, 
Zweitser was. As long as it tasted good then I was happy. I popped the 
cork and filled a glass, making myself comfortable on the bed right next 
to the phone. I notified the concierge earlier I was expecting an important 
phone call and it was to be patched through to me straight away. There 
was no point in getting changed either. As soon as I got the call I would 
be out of here. All I could do was wait. 

I sipped my glass and reached for the remote. There was nothing on 
the ordinary channels, and even though I was supposed to be megarich I 
refused to opt for the pay-per-view channels and settled for an old film 
fave instead: ‘Homo with a Shogun.’ I was laughing so much I didn’t 
even notice the time passing. It was only when the film finished I averted 
my eyes to the phone and realised a whole hour had gone by and it was 
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now getting late. I rang down to the desk to check if my call had come 
through or not. No, still no call, and ordered another bottle instead. It 
looked like I was going to have to wait a bit longer. But I didn’t want to 
get so drunk I couldn’t drive my precious car by the time I got the call. 
‘How I hate waiting,’ I muttered, and told myself to be patient. 


Another bottle, half a packet of cigarettes later, I decided something 
wasn’t right. Goldstein should have contacted me by now, even if his 
man hadn’t shown up. Out of decency he would have informed me that 
there was no show tonight, and arranged for me to go see him again 
tomorrow. I had another bad feeling and decided to commune with Angel 
for awhile. I lay back on the bed, closed my eyes and opened my mind, 
gently calling her name. She soon appeared, but in a halo of light like I 
had never seen before. It was so bright it hurt my inner eye. It was like a 
fireball, exploding flames everywhere, and she was right in the middle of 
it. I slipped through her and explored the space beyond. I found I was 
back at the harbour, down by the ports where I had been in the afternoon. 
But everything was different. There was an absence of light, a blackness 
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and a feeling I often associated with charnel houses, burnt remains every¬ 
where, ash, soot, debris strewing the dock, and what had once been 
Goldstein’s office. I could see burning embers all around me. Something 
terrible had just happened. 

I snapped to and sat up and opened my eyes. Only then did I become 
aware of the sound of sirens in the distance. The harbour was a good 
twenty miles away, to the South, and all the commotion was coming 
from that direction. I grabbed the remote and turned on the television, 
flicking through all the channels till I found the live local news: 

NEWS HAS JUST REACHED US ABOUT A TERRIBLE ACCIDENT 
IN THE DOCKS TONIGHT. THERE HAS BEEN AN EXPLOSION 
INVOLVING ONE OF THE CONTAINER SHIPMENTS AT DOCK 23. 

IT HAPPENED LESS THAN 20 MINUTES AGO. AS YOU CAN SEE 
BY OUR LIVE NEWS FEED THE SITUATION IS SERIOUS. WE 
CANNOT AT THE MOMENT SAY WHAT CAUSED IT, BUT FIRE 
CREWS ARE STILL TRYING TO CONTAIN THE FIRES TO STOP 
THEM FROM SPREADING TO ADJACENT BUILDINGS. AS THE 
DOCKS ARE MANNED CONTINUALLY 24 HOURS A DAY THERE 
IS A GOOD POSSIBILITY OF FATALITIES. AT PRESENT WE 
CANNOT GIVE YOU ANY SPECIFICS. THE CHIEF OFFICER HAS 
INFORMED ALL PERSONNEL CONNECTED WITH THE DOCKS TO 
KEEP AWAY UNTIL THE SITUATION IS UNDER CONTROL. WE 
WILL BRING YOU FURTHER UPDATES WHEN WE HAVE THEM. 
STAY TUNED. 

I turned it off. Dock 23? That was where Goldstein was based. When 
the camera panned round to what looked like the remains of Goldstein’s 
business premises, all I could see was rubble, a tangled mess of molten 
steel as if the place had been hit by a Molotov cocktail, only 1000 t imes 
bigger, just like how I had seen it in my vision. As Goldstein usually 
worked late into the night, it was more than probable he was there when 
it occurred. It would also be extremely unlikely he managed to survive. 
His place was devastated. Nobody could have survived an explosion that 
powerful. 

‘Shit!’ I exclaimed aloud. That was my only point of contact. Now 
what was I going to do? 

I feared my little visit had something to do with this. It was too easy 
to cast it as some form of coincidence. My contact was blown out of the 
picture, literally. All I could do was go down there in the morning and 
see what I could pick up. I didn’t have his home phone number, only his 
office, but I would ring Zweitser first thing, convey the news if he hadn’t 
heard already. I thought this case was doomed from the start and now 
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rued accepting it, but the cops wouldn’t let me back out. 

I finished off my drink and got some shut-eye. There was nothing else 
1 could do tonight. 
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THE DYKE ON A TRIKE 


Upon awakening I wasted no time in getting in touch with Zweitser. He 
answered straight away. No, he hadn’t heard the news. Apparendy, he 
was working late last night and not even seen the morning papers. 

‘Do you think my visit could have had anything to do with it?’ I 
asked him straight. 

‘More than likely,’ he responded calmly. ‘It was no coincidence. I 
told you; we are dealing with sinister people.’ 

‘Surely, they couldn’t have arranged that?’ 

‘They can arrange anything. You have no idea of what they are really 
capable of. They could make someone’s death look like an accident or an 
apparent suicide, and be that convincing no one would suspect murder. I 
think they shut him up to stop your enquiries.’ 

‘Well, they won’t shut me up. Not till I get to the bottom of this.’ 

‘Be careful, Mr Capri. Suspect everyone from now on, and mind how 
you tread. Now you’re on the right track, they may try anything to put 
you out of the way. ’ 

‘I understand. One more thing; why the car? I mean, that car?’ 

‘I thought that was obvious,’ he replied, and hung up. 

I was still holding the receiver, dumbstruck, trying to get my head 
round these people who ever they were, and what they were, and what 
kind of a mess I had gotten myself into. 

The Three C’s put me back on track. After that, I was soon heading 
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out the door, climbing into my luxury sports car and on the highway 
before I even knew what I was doing. 

I pulled up outside. All the docks had been cordoned off, police 
everywhere. I got out. The first thing that hit me as I stood by my car was 
the stench, a mixture of burning timber, oil, painted steel, and another 
smell I had been all too familiar with in the past; death. It hung over the 
harbour like a restless ghost. 

I was about to cross the ‘Do not cross’ line when a cop stopped me. 
He gave me the same shit look like all the other cops. I showed him my 
card and told him I was here on business. He asked me to wait and 
confided in some plain clothes guy, a detective by the looks of it, who 
surveyed me with quizzical eyes and gave me the same look as the 
others. No amount of years could acclimatise me to the way they stared 
at me like that. I ignored it and looked around instead, until the plain 
clothes came over. 

‘What’s your business here?’ he asked me, authoritatively. 

‘I’ve come to see Goldstein. I had another appointment with him this 
morning, ’ I lied. 

‘That ain’t going to be possible.’ 

‘Don’t tell me. He’s dead.’ 

‘Along with a dozen others, or what’s left of them.’ 

‘Any idea how this could have happened?’ 

‘Nope. We’re still waiting on reports from the lab. But what really 
brings you here?’ 

‘I was meant to pick up a package yesterday. It never arrived. 
Goldstein was gonna ring me last night at my hotel and confirm if it was 
here by then. As he didn’t, I figured I would come down here this 
morning and collect it from him personally. ’ 

‘What kind of package?’ 

‘Can’t say. Client confidentiality.’ 

‘Really? Well, let me tell you, Capri, anything you were supposed to 
receive last night would have gone up in smoke like everything else.’ 

‘I can see that now. I didn’t realise the extent of the damage. Perhaps 
I can help.’ 

‘Oh? In what way?’ 

‘See if I can pick up anything.’ 

‘With your psychism?’ 

‘That’s what it says on the card.’ 

He read it aloud to himself. ‘Psychic detective, from New York. 
That’s all I need. I’ve got the Mayor on my back, families who have lost 
loved ones, and you want to come poking round here. OK, psychic 
detective. The flames are out. Forensics have finished. Let’s see how 
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good you really are.’ 

The detective lifted up the police tape and let me through. He escorted 
me to the epicentre of the explosion. It just happened to be in Goldstein’s 
building which once stood here majestically, less than 24 hours ago, and 
now reduced to smithereens. It was hard to make out where the walls of 
the place, which were steel, and therefore theoretically stronger than 
wood and brick, had been standing. What was left of them was blown out 
with the blast. His office was located at the front on the left as soon as 
you walked in. That had gone too. Who ever wanted to get rid of him did 
a good job. There was nothing left. Not even a psychic remnant I could 
pick up on. Only a smell of gasoline that filled the air. The ground, 
wherever I looked, was covered in charred remains and soaking wet 
where the firemen had doused everything. 

‘Well?’ the detective barked at me, right into my face, as if expecting 
me to deliver a sermon, a full breakdown on how it had happened. 

‘There’s nothing here,’ I told him. 

‘I could have surmised that myself,’ he replied, gruffly. 

I ignored him and carried on surveying the place. There had to be 
something here. And soon I found I was being pulled over to a spot in the 
middle of where his office had been. I closed my eyes and opened up, but 
pitching my mind back in time to where I was sitting in the chair facing 
the window which looked out on to his yard where my car had been 
parked. I saw his desk before me, Goldstein sitting behind it, the large 
array of shelving to my right stacked with files, and the filing cabinets 
below them, now fallen over on their sides, charcoaled, with one in 
particular blown apart, possibly the point of origin of the explosion. I 
went over to it and examined it. The detective bent over my shoulder to 
see what I could see. As he had no psychic vision he couldn’t see the 
timer or the device they used. It was small but practical. Could fit easily 
in a pocket or even a lady’s handbag. But strangely it couldn’t explain 
the enormity of the blast. The two didn’t compute. For it to be that 
effective it must have been attached to something, a much bigger bomb. 

‘Well?’ the detective barked again. 

‘It started here,’ I confirmed. 

‘Are you sure?’ 

‘Certain. It was some kind of plastic explosive, possibly C4. But I fail 
to comprehend how a small device could have had such an impact as 
this.’ 

‘I’ll show you.’ 

The detective grabbed my arm and marched me out of the non¬ 
existent doorway and round to the side. 

‘That’s how,’ he said, pointing to the right side of the office, or what 
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was left of it. ‘That was all shelving, filled with a highly combustible 
material called Stelinite. It was due to be shipped out tomorrow, but had 
to be kept indoors and out of reach. All this area,’ he said, inscribing a 
large circle on the floor, ‘was sealed off and padlocked. Nobody had 
access to it but Goldstein himself. It was just unfortunate that the device, 
as you call it, was situated right next to it. ’ 

‘So it was definitely murder?’ 

The detective nodded. ‘That’s what we thought originally. But now 
you’ve confirmed the source, we will have to look into it more deeply, 
and check all visitors the man had yesterday. ’ 

‘Well, I was here yesterday, in the afternoon, about three o’clock. 
You might want to check if he had any visitors after me, anywhere from 
four o’clock onwards.’ 

‘And how do we know you didn’t plant the device?’ 

I frowned at the man for even making such an accusation. ‘Why 
would I want to kill a man I didn’t even know?’ I replied. 

‘We may be cops but that doesn’t mean we’re dumb. OK, I’ll accept 
your non-involvement for the time being. But stick around, Capri; we 
may need to contact you. Where you staying?’ 

‘The Bienville on Lafayette.’ 

‘Don’t leave town without our permission.’ 

‘I won’t,’ I lied, and headed back to the car. It was then that I noticed 
I was being watched, not by the other cops or casual onlookers, but by a 
girl standing across from the street next to a three-wheeler, a black trike. 
She was in her late twenties I guessed, wearing a tight red top and tight 
blue jeans. She looked like a lesbo with her trike, the sort of girl you 
would see in New York in a gay parade, and probably a member of one 
of the DOB chapters down here. She wasn’t butch looking like a proper 
dyke, in fact you could call her attractive with her long blonde hair, but I 
imagined her hanging out in biker bars, holding her own in drinking 
contests and defending herself well in fights, if not coming out on top. 
Oh, another thing: her breasts, they were huge. 

I ignored her also and got the engine started, and spun the car round, 
not even sure where I was heading next. One thing I hadn’t told the 
detective was the small device was shaped like a dildo, the sort lesbos 
use for a quick-fix fuck, probably the sort a lesbo like the one trailing 
behind me kept on her person. The blonde was keeping up with me as I 
headed North way past the exit for Lafayette Street. I wanted to see if she 
really was following me. 

As it was a trike she was riding and not a motorbike, she didn’t need 
to wear a helmet, not in this State anyway. I could see her face clearly in 
my rear view camera. The great thing about this car was its built-in 
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screen on the dash, measuring 7” by 5”, a reasonable size to view 
everything going on around me. At the touch of a button I could zoom in 
on her and focused the camera on her eyes. She was making no attempt 
to disguise the fact she was following me; she was watching me like a 
hawk. She meant business. Surely she didn’t think I was responsible for 
what happened last night? Her long blonde hair was blowing in the 
breeze; her big breasts were dying to be let out of her skinny top. I 
zoomed the camera in on her chest; the bra she was wearing was clearly 
visible. It had to be wired like a support harness to keep those two 
mounds of flesh from wobbling all over the place. As I hit a side street, I 
deliberately swerved into a pothole in the middle of the road and watched 
her do the same; only then did a slight wobble appear. I guessed by the 
shape and curvature, and the way they moved, they were real. None of 
that silicon implants rubbish, but big and natural, just how I liked them. 
My experience with women told me to avoid women with small and 
underdeveloped breasts. They tended to be not only physically less 
developed, but also emotionally and mentally, matching their physical 
immaturity. Girls with breasts—and I mean proper breasts—tended to be 
far more mature. There was a distinct correlation between chest-size and 
maturity regardless of physical age. And this one trailing behind me 
looked like she was mature all right, somebody who can handle herself 
well in any given situation, and probably worth knowing. The only 
trouble is—I hated dykes. 



The dyke on the trike was still behind me as I turned North-west. She 
was making no attempt to hang back in case she lost me. She wanted me 


35 






THE MASS DEBATERS 


to know she was on to me. I thought, ‘Two can play that game,’ and took 
a sharp turn to the right, headed down a steep curve and doubled back. I 
was now following her, my nose right up to her ass. She looked behind 
her, gave me a big cutesy smile, faced forward, increased her speed, and 
took me for a ride. 

Ten minutes later she pulled up outside a diner on the side of the road. 
She waited for me to pull up too, and got off the trike, her legs parting 
like cantilevers. I got out and smiled at her, which was reciprocated. We 
stood side by side admiring each other’s vehicles. 

‘Nice trike,’ I said. 

‘Nice car,’ she replied, sounding like she was the friendly type. 

‘Thanks,’ I continued. ‘Do you come here often?’ 

‘Only when I’m hungry and thirsty. They do great pancakes here. 
Wanna try?’ 

‘Why not.’ 

She led the way up some steps which made her ass wiggle. I couldn’t 
help noticing and opened the door for her. She may be a dyke but she 
sure had something else, and it wasn’t just her tits I wanted to get my 
mitts on either, more like information. Why was she at Goldstein’s and 
why was she following me? 

We took a booth on the side where it was nice and quiet. She ordered 
double helpings of pancakes with lashings of maple syrup for the both of 
us. I ordered ice-cold beers. 

‘My name’s Juggs Galore,’ she announced sincerely. 

I tried not to laugh. ‘I can believe it. My name’s Harmon Capri. Now, 
why were you following me?’ 

‘You were at Goldstein’s yesterday.’ 

‘So was somebody else, by the looks of it. Possibly a woman who 
likes them smooth and hard.’ 

She smirked at me, then, ‘How do you know that?’ 

‘I make it my business to know.’ 

The pancakes arrived just in time to give us a breather. It was my first 
meal of the day. Looked like hers too the way she was wolfing them 
down. She must have been ravenous with a hungry mouth. Then I got to 
thinking about her other mouth, wondering whether that was also hungry. 

There are two types of women in this world; they can be classified as 
either a dildoer or a dildon’ter. The latter usually comprises satisfied 
housewives, mothers or mothers-to-be, and the less adventurous. They 
tend to be monogamous and very staid, with a fixed agenda of having sex 
only for procreation, rarely for pleasure. The former usually consists of 
lesbos and pornstars as they tend to be more adventurous, willing to try 
anything. Lesbos are into girl-on-girl action only so always use dildos, 
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vibrators and other toys to heighten the sex-factor, avoiding the real thing 
as if they were suffering from some kind of phallophobia, unlike some 
pornstars who suffer no such phobia and pretend to be lesbos doing girl- 
on-girl action because it is required of them. 

I was once a bodyguard to a pornstar who kept receiving threatening 
messages. As I got to know her better we got talking, as you do, and 
despite trying to avoid the subject of sex, and talk about other things like 
what she did on her days off (did she go travelling, did she like going to 
the movies, that kind of thing), the conversation always came round to 
talking about her work. One day when we were both sitting at a bar 
during the day waiting for her next call, she showed me what she kept in 
her giant handbag. She had a huge collection of dildos, vibrators, clitoral 
stimulators, and god-knows what else in there, and all different sizes and 
shapes, and in various colours; bright green, purple, pink or plain white, 
some with realistic-looking heads on them, and always kept a packet of 
spare batteries as she never liked to run out when she was busy. After 
going into great detail about her work, all the things she had done, the 
people she worked with or where she had worked, she started telling me 
about her solo shows, some lasting three to four hours, then complained, 
‘It gets a bit boring doing it to yourself for that long!’ 

I was just wondering the same about Juggs here. I bet she had a 
collection at home. Lesbos always do, shying away from the real thing, 
and setding for a plastic substitute instead, taking it in turns by playing 
with each other’s toys and trying every orifice possible, sometimes both 
taking it in the same hole at the same time with a double-headed monster, 
one at each end. 

‘What are you implying?’ she asked me, taking a sip from her beer, 
and purposely licking her lips slowly as if to answer my question for me. 

‘I’m not implying anything, unless of course you were also there 
yesterday.’ 

‘As a matter of fact I was, but in the morning, not the afternoon. ’ 

‘I didn’t say what time I was there.’ 

‘No, you didn’t. But I just happened to be there when a call came 
through from New York and your name was mentioned.’ 

‘I see. And what were you doing there?’ 

‘I was visiting my father.’ 

‘Goldstein’s your father?’ 

‘That’s right. My real name is Judy Goldstein. Same initials, JG. I 
changed my name for work reasons.’ 

‘Don’t tell me. Porno work?’ 

‘That’s right. Strictly lesbian stuff.’ 

‘Well, there’s nowt wrong with a bit of lesbo action. It turns some 
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guys on.’ 

‘And what about you? Does it turn you on, Harmon?’ 

‘I’m strictly the hetero type. But whatever takes your fancy, that’s 
what I say. Anyway, we’re kind of getting sidetracked here. I had an 
appointment with your father yesterday. I had a reason to be there. 
Legitimate business. He was going to track down something for me and 
never got back, so I assumed something had gone wrong. ’ 

‘Very wrong. And I want to find out who did it.’ 

‘That might not be easy. I suggest you leave that to me. Don’t get 
involved.’ 

‘I’m already involved. You’re a private eye, aren’t you?’ 

‘Is it that obvious?’ 

‘My dad didn’t say why he was meeting you. He never did. He 
always kept his business to himself. But I suspect your visit yesterday 
had something to do with his death, didn’t it?’ 

‘That’s what I’m trying to find out.’ 

‘What were you after yesterday?’ 

‘I’m not at liberty to say. Client confidentiality and all that.’ 

‘Confidentiality, my ass. Look, we can work together on this, and find 
out who did it, cos I know he was murdered. This was no accident, like 
how the papers are trying to portray it. Somebody wanted him killed, and 
all because of you. Let me in on this.’ 

‘No way. This is big, even too big for me perhaps. Besides, I always 
work alone.’ 

‘Then let me hire you.’ 

‘I’m already hired.’ 

She slumped back in her seat, but didn’t look like she was prepared to 
take no for an answer, not just yet anyway. 

‘Tell you what I’ll do,’ I resumed. ‘If I find out who’s behind all this 
I’ll get in touch. Give me your number and you can take it from there.’ 

She started shaking her head. ‘No way, Jose. I’m coming in on this 
with you whether you like it or not. Besides, I have a plan that might just 
work. Why don’t we discuss it back at your place?’ 

Oh dear, I thought to myself. That was what I was afraid of. I’ve been 
down that path before; people getting involved in things outside of their 
remit, not really knowing what was going on, but always believing they 
had a handle on it. None of their plans went according to plan. It would 
be the same with this girl. Whatever she had in mind would end up the 
same way, after using her charms to persuade me to change my mind. 

I offered her a cigarette which she declined. I lit one up, toking the 
smoke in deep and letting out a lungful. It was my way of staying the 
situation. I didn’t want to rush in here, but bide my time, contemplate for 
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a moment or two and decide from there. But as I had no other leads to 
follow, and Goldstein’s shipping route was now cancelled, putting an end 
to that line of investigation, what else could I do? Try to find the killers 
by myself? As she may know something, she might be some use to me 
after all. I therefore had to concede there was no alternative. 
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It was agreed we would head back to my hotel. The dyke on the trike 
followed close behind me all the way, my eyes occasionally glancing to 
her magnificent breasts in my rear view screen. They were a tempting 
proposition, but I had no intention of shagging her. Anyway, she wasn’t 
into men; she made it clear from the start, so hopefully that situation 
shouldn’t intrude on the proceedings. Besides, I never mix business with 
pleasure—if I can help it—and this was strictly business. 

There’s nothing worse than trying to plug a dyke. To them it is a form 
of rape, a violation of their inherent nature. To me it was like making 
love to a corpse; there’s no real reciprocation, it’s all one-sided and non¬ 
interactive. If they do decide to open their legs out of some personal 
choice (for example, they might be trying for a baby), they lie there non¬ 
committal, letting a man invade their bodies, then make out that 
ultimately he is beneath them, and that somehow they are doing this out 
of a duty for womanhood. It reminded me of the two lesbian lovers who 
wanted to have a baby and were refused fertility treatment, including the 
donation of sperm from a ‘suitable’ male, insisting they had a right to 
choose the father of their child, too afraid to get laid by a man they could 
have chosen themselves. That case recendy went to court in New York 
and was a landmark victory for women in general and same-sex partners 
in particular. But in all honesty, would any child really want to be 
brought up by two lesbos? I.e. two mothers and no father? What kind of 
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environment is that to bring up a child? If it’s a boy, then there is no 
male role model for it to attach itself to. It doesn’t matter how much the 
two mothers love the child, it’s no substitute for a real father. 

I had a horrible feeling this is what she had in mind. Juggs was going 
to let me invade her body with my penis and make out afterwards it was 
the best sex she ever experienced, hoping I would capitulate and let her 
in on the case. I was too smart to fall for that nonsense, so I hoped. She 
was also probably the type of girl who was immune to a man’s charms; 
no amount of persuasion on his part could get her to open her legs. 

She parked her trike next to my car round the back. I watched her get 
off the thing. She had a certain style, a way of doing it that suggested it 
was sexual, for she opened her legs wide—wider than necessary—and 
would swing her left leg over the saddle in a way that was distincdy 
unfeminine, like a female jockey getting off a horse, exposing her crutch 
to full view, how ever hidden behind her tight jeans it might be, leaving 
little to the imagination. Juggs must have picked up on this and gave me 
another one of her cutesy smiles. For a woman hitting her late twenties, I 
figured she probably was not just a lesbo, but also bi, and perhaps had 
done more than her fair share of experimentation, perhaps preferring in 
her maturity to stick to the strictly ‘lesbo scene.’ 

At the front desk I checked if there were any messages. I wasn’t 
really expecting any except from the police if they needed my assistance, 
but it would make me look a bit more important in front of her if there 
was; but nothing. I ordered some more champagne to be delivered to my 
room and showed her to the stairs. They were too narrow for two people 
so I let her go first. 

‘After you,’ I suggested. 

‘Oh, you’re a gendeman?’ 

‘No, I just want to have a good look at your ass,’ I joked. 

And followed her up, watching it as she deliberately wiggled it from 
sided to side. She may be something of a dyke, I thought, but she sure 
knew her to push her femininity to the full when she wanted to. Normally 
such a sight would get me hard in my pants, without question, yet 
knowing her sexuality was the other way inclined I wasn’t prepared to 
get hard over something I couldn’t—and didn’t want to—satisfy. 

We made small talk whilst waiting for the waiter. The atmosphere 
was strained. I propped up some pillows on my bed, made myself 
comfortable, whilst she helped herself to the only chair available and 
took off her biker shoes, rubbing the soles of her feet to get some blood 
back into them, presumably. 

When the waiter finally arrived we could relax a bit, knowing there 
would be no other disturbances. I offered her a glass. It was chilled like 
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the bottle. She took a small sip and nodded her approval. I took mine 
down whole. It was smooth like cool treacle, tickling the back of my 
throat. In a room where the only source of chill was a barely adequate 
air-conditioning system, it was a relief to drink something even colder 
than that. 

‘So what’s the plan?’ I asked, to break the ice. 

‘Have you heard of the Mass Debaters?’ she asked, casually. 

Not somebody else, I thought. Everyone else seemed to have heard of 
them except me. Who were these people? Why is it that only a small 
percentage know of them? And if they were so secret surely nobody 
should know about them. It was a contradiction in terms; a secret society 
that was known, and therefore no longer a secret. I just shook my head 
and pretended I hadn’t. It would be interesting to hear her interpretation. 

‘They are like this organisation operating in the background,’ she 
started. ‘You know, pulling all the strings, making things happen without 
our knowledge. We’re like puppets. They’re puppet masters who arrange 
everything, deciding who’s going to live and who’s going to die.’ 

‘Sounds a bit far-fetched to me. But what does this have to do with 
your father?’ 

‘He mentioned them once. I overheard him on the phone talking 
about them. These MD’s, for short, may be responsible for his death. 
Now, I know what you’re thinking, and I’m not crazy. These people 
actually exist. The only problem is nobody knows who they are or where 
they are. You could be one of them ...’ 

I laughed at the idea. ‘I’m just a humble detective trying to earn a 
living like everybody else. Besides, who knows? You could be one of 
them...’ 

‘Trust me, I’m not. Besides, I’m way out of their league. They’re only 
interested in rich and powerful people, the movers and the shakers of this 
world.’ 

‘Well that also leaves me out of the equation. I’m certainly not 
powerful and I’m certainly not rich.’ 

‘You’ve got to be wealthy though. I mean, look at your car.’ 

‘It’s a hire car, purely for show.’ 

‘Then why are you really here?’ 

‘As I said, I’m not prepared to divulge such information. And if you 
really believe in this organisation then you shouldn’t be asking such 
questions.’ 

‘Zweitser sent you, didn’t he?’ 

‘What makes you think that?’ 

‘Because there’s only one man in New York my father was always in 
contact with and that’s Zweitser. He sent you down here, didn’t he?’ 
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‘You shouldn’t be asking these questions.’ 

‘Why not? My father died because of you.’ She stopped then looked 
up. ‘I know. I’ve got it. I’ve just worked it out.’ 

Juggs jumped up in her seat. Her breasts made a dynamic upward 
swing before plunging back down again. The sight was enough to 
distract any man. Juggs was the sort of woman who carried all before 
her. When she entered a room her breasts came in first, with the rest of 
her following behind them. 

‘Zweitser sent you to recover that gem, the one that was stolen. That’s 
it, isn’t it?’ 

1 just nodded. This girl was not stupid. She may be a blonde but she 
definitely had a brain. 

‘OK. I admit it. He did send me to recover it. 1 was supposed to hear 
from your dad with some more information. But as 1 said, he never got 
back to me and I have no more leads, except one.’ 

‘And what’s that?’ 

I hesitated. How could 1 be sure this person wasn’t one of the MD’s 
herself? Her father certainly was rich, and certainly powerful. He had all 
the contacts. Now he was gone, may be this bitch would be in line to take 
over his empire. Whilst I was contemplating this option, I noticed Juggs 
sit back in her chair. Her eyes were no longer penetrating into mine, but 
distracted as if the drink was getting to her, kind of glazed over, like she 
was now on a different planet. She was making herself comfortable, 
lounging back and playing with her hair. Perhaps the real tragedy of her 
father’s death was finally hitting her. 

‘Wouldn’t you rather be at home, grieving with someone?’ 

‘I grieved all last night. Besides, there’s no one at home.’ 

‘What about your mother?’ 

‘She disowned me a long time ago when she found out what 1 was. 
Anyways, she split. 1 don’t know what happened to her after that. I was 
thinking...’ 

The girl paused and seemed to be lost in thought. 

‘Oh? What were you thinking?’ 

‘Nothing. You were saying you had a lead?’ 

‘A possible lead, but not much to go on. No name. No idea who he is 
or where he lives. Just a guy wearing a white suit. You wouldn’t know 
about that, would you?’ 

Juggs shook her head then yawned. 

‘Look, I think you better go home anyway,’ 1 suggested. ‘You look 
like you could do with some sleep.’ 

She got up and slouched towards me, then plumped herself right 
down next to me on the bed and curled up. 
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‘I’d rather fall asleep next to you,’ she breathed. 

I couldn’t be bothered to object. Besides, I was feeling kind of sleepy 
myself, the long day already hitting me hard. I sprawled out and let her 
cuddle up next to me, her breath brushing against the side of my neck, 
her eyes only half-closed. 

‘I like you, Harmon. I think you’re a good guy.’ 

‘Thanks,’ I whispered. 

‘No, seriously, I mean it. But don’t you like me?’ 

I refused to answer the question, my mind s t ill focused on my job and 
where I was going next. 

‘You don’t, do you?’ she continued. ‘Is it because of what I am?’ 

‘Let’s just say I’ve never met a dyke I could trust. Put it that way. 
They always have an ulterior motive and tend to present two faces to the 
world, a dissembling which I don’t like.’ 

‘I’ll be honest with you: you can trust me. I have no hidden agenda 
apart from getting my dad’s killers.’ 

‘Really? And then what?’ 

‘We’ll see. I’m a big girl,’ she breathed again. 

I could believe it; she was a big girl. 

‘I can take care of myself,’ she continued. 

I believed that as well. Just lying next to her I got the vibe that she 
was strong and resourceful. It maybe the sudden death of her father that 
was dampening her down, but underneath all the sadness she was oozing 
out at the moment I could feel there was a real burning inside, a furnace 
of fire blaring out the message: ‘Don’t ever fuck with me!’ 

‘I’ve been doing that ever since I was sixteen when my mother 
walked out on me and my dad. So I think I can take care of these people. 
They don’t frighten me.’ 

She started stroking my left hand then began to feel my fingers, 
especially the one where a ring should have been. 

‘You ever been married?’ she whispered. 

‘Once. It was a long time ago.’ 

‘What happened?’ 

‘She died. Killed herself.’ 

‘I’m sorry. But you still hurt inside about it, don’t you?’ 

‘Not really. I got over it. She was on a downward spiral, had been for 
a long time. I saw it coming. There was nothing I could do to stop her. It 
was inevitable in the end. How about you? Do you have any one close?’ 

‘A few. But there’s one I really like. Her name’s Jill and we’re pretty 
close, if you know what I mean. ’ 

‘And how did you meet Jill?’ 

‘Through one of my father’s contacts. She’s his daughter. He once 
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introduced me to her at a party and we hit it off straight away.’ 

‘I see. And what does her father do?’ 

‘He deais in oii. She drives one of those big tankers for him as a 
iiving. Why all the interest?’ she asked, taking her head off my shoulder 
and looking into my eyes. 

‘ft’s probably nothing, but 1 picked up some traces this morning. They 
belonged to a woman. At first 1 thought it was you. But who ever was 
there last must have been the one who placed the device and not long 
after 1 left.’ 

‘A device? You mean a bomb?’ 

‘Yes, one shaped like a dildo.’ 

‘Are you telling me my father was killed by an exploding dildo?’ she 
cried out, laughing. 

I nodded. ‘Or at least something that looked like one. ft would make 
sense for a woman to carry something like that without arousing too 
much suspicion. For example, if you were ever searched and someone 
came across what appeared to be a woman’s toy in your handbag, they 
wouldn’t touch something so personal of yours, or get it out and start 
waving it around in front of everybody, would they? I mean they’re not 
going to examine it too closely, smell it, or start fiddling with it. ft would 
be embarrassing. And if polite, they wouldn’t even mention it. They 
would ignore it, close your handbag and let you be on your way. So it 
makes perfect sense to me. All you need for a device like that is a hollow 
tube, a detonator, a tiny amount of C4, a battery and a timing mechanism 
like a small digital watch. All these things could fit quite easily into a 
woman’s toy. Now, the thing is, who ever planted it knew it was only a 
small, weak bomb, not very powerful, and would only cause a minor 
explosion, resulting in little damage, perhaps not even enough to cause 
serious injury unless your father was holding it in his hand or trying to 
work out what it was used for. No, whoever planted it knew exactly 
where it would have the most devastating impact, by placing it next to 
some highly combustible material. So it was this small bomb which 
triggered a bigger bomb, ft had to be a girl who could have quite easily 
slipped it out of her handbag, placed it in one of the filing cabinets when 
your dad wasn’t looking, set the timer, probably a little switch at the base 
of it, then left.’ 

‘I suppose you’re right. But who?’ 

‘How about your friend?’ 

‘Jill? You’ve got to be kidding. Why would she do a thing like that?’ 

‘These people you mentioned, they work in mysterious ways. Think 
about it. I know it sounds crazy, but just entertain the idea for a moment. 
How long have you known her?’ 
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‘About a month, I guess.’ 

‘Through your father’s friend?’ 

‘That’s right.’ 

‘Apart from oil, what else does he deal in?’ 

‘I don’t know. I told you, my father never talked about his business.’ 

‘Then how do you know he deals in oil.’ 

‘Jill told me. I kept bumping into her when she was on the road, up at 
the diner. She used to pull up outside in her tanker. I asked her whose 
company she worked for. She told me. It’s simple as that. Anyway, it 
couldn’t have been her. In fact, she was on the road at the time, all day 
yesterday. She stopped over last night and should be back sometime this 
evening.’ 

‘Where did she stay?’ 

‘Somewhere in Texas. Don’t exactly know where.’ 

‘Has she ever been to your father’s place?’ 

‘A couple of times. But it couldn’t have been her.’ 

‘Why so certain?’ 

‘OK, why her? You seem pretty adamant about it.’ 

‘I’ve got a feeling. I can’t place it. And when I get a feeling that I 
can’t place it gets me thinking, picking on even the tiniest bits of flimsy 
information. Let’s look at the facts. You’ve known her for a month, and 
you’re close.’ 

‘Pretty close.’ 

‘A woman was definitely there in the afternoon. Could have been her. 
Whoever it was had a distinctively masculine element to her, kind of 
butch, perhaps?’ Juggs nodded. ‘Secondly, the place was filled with 
petrol fumes. Her dad deals in oil. Does her dad ever store it there?’ 

‘Overnight sometimes.’ 

‘And whoever used that device knew exactly what they were doing, 
making sure it wiped out everything, including all traces. That place 
went up last night like a fireball due to the fuel stored there.’ 

‘But why?’ 

‘That’s what I intend to find out.’ 

‘Listen Harmon, why don’t you let me help you. I know you’re not 
keen on me because of the way I am, but I can introduce you to Jill. Then 
you will see for yourself she had nothing to do with it.’ 

‘OK. Arrange for us to meet up with her tomorrow and I’ll take it 
from there.’ 

Delighted, Juggs leaned over and gave me a big peck on the cheek, 
her breasts heaving against my left arm. Her hand slipped down towards 
my crutch, her fingers deftly searching for my flies. 

I got up instinctively and moved away from the bed. She looked at me 
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disappointed as if I was going to deprive her of some fun. 

‘Where you going?’ she cried out. 

f simply indicated the bathroom and exited the room, closing the 
bathroom door firmly behind me, unsure if I wanted to have her or not. 
The offer was there, undoubtedly, but I would have a hard time getting 
hard with her type. They simply didn’t turn me on. Yet I had learnt in the 
past: Never turn down pussy when it’s being offered to you, for you 
never know when the next chance will come. For a bachelor like me that 
next chance was always uncertain. 

1 ran the tap in the basin and cupped up some water, splashing it in 
my face, and looked hard at the man I saw in the mirror. 

‘OK, Capri,’ I said to myself. ‘You’re a tough guy. You’ve been hit 
twice, knocked down, beaten senseless with a bat, sodomised till your ass 
hurt and bled, and come over with a face all black and blue. Now let’s 
see you do something really tough—like getting an erection with a dyke.’ 

I came back into the room to find her now undressed and lying in my 
bed. The top sheet was covering all of her naked body, right up past her 
magnificent breasts, her nipples poking through underneath. Her eyes 
flashed at mine and smiled. I then felt I was being compelled towards her 
by some greater force, like a piece of luggage on a conveyor belt, and 
even thought at one point Juggs was a physical manifestation of Angel, 
something I needed to unite with, not just spiritually but also physically, 
and that it was imperative to make that connection. But then I got to 
thinking all women are Angel in a way, regardless of their sexual 
orientation, their appearance, their colour. It was the all-otherness of me; 
by uniting with her I would be re-uniting with all-otherness, and thus it 
wasn’t just going to be a casual fuck, but rather a cosmic fuck. 

I didn’t even seem to be aware of actually moving, of putting one foot 
in front of the other, but the next thing I knew I was standing by the bed 
right beside her. 

Instinctively, I removed my shirt and dropped my pants, my knob 
standing to attention, desiring her hot succulent cunt. I jumped on her, 
pulled at the last bastion between our flesh—the sheet—and ripped it off, 
exposing these huge mounds of flesh. When encased in her top, her 
breasts formed a cleavage a man could get lost in. Now unbounded they 
were dying to be manually manipulated and played with. My lips went to 
each nipple in turn as she lay back, encouraging me to suck and bite 
them harder, cooing all the while, getting turned on in seconds. Her 
mouth came down to mine, warm and wet. We started exchanging 
electricity, back and forth, fully charged. Her legs parted automatically, 
revealing a small tuft of hair on her pubis, the rest completely shaved. 
She was a natural blonde after all. My hand went down to her crutch, 
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starting to stroke her already wet pussy. She gasped and I could feel a 
wave of pleasure roll up her spine. Her legs opened wider and she forced 
me on top of her and in-between them. She clasped my shoulders with 
her strong hands, digging her nails right into my flesh, forcing me inside 
her. My aching cock plunged deep into her. Her eyes shot open wide and 
her head tossed from side to side as I got into my stride, pumping her 
hard. ‘Yes,’ she moaned. ‘Harder, please, harder.’ It was music to my 
ears. Lust was singing in my veins as I plunged the head of my knob in 
deeper, my hands playing with her natural breasts and her erect nipples. 
She cooed with delight again, her love flowing out all over the place. I 
could not believe this girl was really a dyke, but then she gripped me 
hard with her legs, forcing me to slow down and eventually stop. It was 
like being clamped in the jaws of a vice. I guess she got muscular legs 
like that from riding her trike. She then pushed me over on to my back. 
This was a girl who liked to be in charge. I knew that anyway, not just 
emotionally like she was over her father, but also physically. And right 
now she was controlling me, riding me hard but making sure we both 
were in sync, her breasts going all over the place. What an incredible 
sight! My body kicked into action trying to keep up with her incessant 
demands, until finally we both came. I collapsed under her in a heap, 
nothing but an empty husk, lifeless, my mind now expanded, going 
beyond the confines of my body, the room, the hotel ... until I was one 
with Angel. 

Juggs gave one last orgasmic moan and then flopped down on top of 
me as if dead. 

In seconds, a deep rewarding sleep came over us both. 
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When I woke up early the next morning Juggs was still in my bed and 
fast asleep next to me. I couldn’t even remember at what point I lost 
consciousness, but it was the most peaceful sleep I have ever had for a 
very long time. 

I daren’t move in case I woke her up. I was quite content just to lie 
there next to her and watch her sleeping on her back. I was fascinated by 
those huge mounds of hers, watching them as they rose up and fell back 
down gently, rhythmically, even though her breathing was shallow; they 
seemed to emphasise it. In the end, I couldn’t help but reach out, my 
hand touching firmly the mound under the sheet that was her left breast. 
Unlike some I had come across, hers were perfectly natural and not 
enhanced in any way, and still quite firm due to the tenderness of her 
age. I wondered what they would be like when she got older. Would they 
be hanging down by her waist like the udders of a cow or would they still 
be defying gravity? 

I left her to sleep off what must have been a terrible ordeal. Losing 
her father had obviously affected her deeply. Last night she had sex with 
a man, not a woman, and wanted me to be a man to her and do manly 
things, occasionally whispering in my ears, ‘Take me, take me.’ She 
wanted to be taken, to be passive, at the receiving end, possibly in 
attempt to get over the recent tragedy in her life. As long as she wasn’t 
coming on to me for love, for that was one thing I could never give her, 
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not in a million years. That side of my being was permanendy sealed off, 
and had been for a long time. 

When we get involved with others we open ourselves up emotionally, 
and in the process we make ourselves vulnerable. We give out our hearts 
hoping they will be treated with kindness and sincerity, and accepted as 
generous offers of our own affection. I had done that with Stephanie 
many years ago and got kicked in the teeth for it. It left a gaping wound 
inside that lasted all of twenty years. The wound was now fully healed 
and I certainly wasn’t going to expose it to any further trauma, not now, 
not ever. 

Then I got to thinking of all the girls in all of this town, and the one I 
ended up in bed with last night just happened to be a dyke. And later I 
would be meeting her dyke friend; now that should be fun, I thought. 

I ordered a pot of coffee to be quietly delivered to the room so I could 
start the day as usual with the Three C’s. After a shower and a thorough 
cleansing ritual afterwards I was back on track. I still had a job to do. 
The jewel was still in my mind, though. One avenue had been closed to 
me. Possibly another was going to open up in its place. 

I got on the phone to Zweitser as soon as he opened his store. I asked 
him about another route the smugglers could go down now that 
Goldstein had been taken out. He suggested a contact in Miami, and gave 
me a name and phone number, but recommended leaving it for a day or 
two till he got confirmation that something was happening down there. 
That meant I was going to have to fall back on Juggs’ girlfriend Jill, see 
if she had any connection to this business. The last thing I wanted to do 
was get involved with a couple of dykes, but if Jill turned out to be the 
macho one of the two—as is always the case in lesbian relationships— 
then it was more than likely she was the suspect I psyched out yesterday. 

By the time I got off the phone Juggs had stirred, waking up with a 
big smile on her face and was glad to see I had stuck around and not 
snuck off somewhere. She made no pretence to cover up her nakedness, 
and simply picked up her clothes where she flung them, giving me a 
quick peck on the cheek again, and headed for the bathroom. As she got 
in the shower I called out if she wanted a coffee and poured her out a 
fresh cup and one for myself. I did mention her to Zweitser, just to get 
some impression from him. He could say nothing about the girl as he had 
no dealings with her and had never met her, but did know of her and her 
sexual inclinations which her late father seemed to tolerate. Her mother, 
less tolerant, walked out on them for that reason, ashamed of having 
given birth to a dyke. So I guess Juggs was in the clear. All we had to do 
now was meet her friend who should have been back by now. 

Juggs reappeared fully attired, her cheeks fresh and rosy like she had 
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had a thorough cleansing of the soul. She drank her coffee and we small- 
talked for awhile before getting down to business. 

‘So, what time are you seeing your friend Jill today?’ I asked her. 

‘I’ll ring her in a bit, when I get home, and get back to you.’ 

‘Good. Try to make it around lunch time. Perhaps somewhere neutral, 


informal. ’ 

‘How about the diner?’ 

‘Perfect. Here’s my card. You can ring me in my car.’ 



I reached for my holster, checked my Preston was fully charged, 
strapped it on, and grabbed my jacket. Only then did she mention it. 

‘That’s an unusual weapon you’ve got there,’ meaning my gun. 

‘It’s called a Preston after the man who invented it.’ 

‘Bit unconventional, isn’t it?’ 

‘You could say that,’ I replied, buttoning up my jacket, making sure 
the outline of the gun wasn’t visible in the mirror. ‘It’s called a soft 
weapon. It doesn’t fire bullets. It fires extremely high powered bolts of 
electricity, like a Taser, but ten thousand times more powerful. On full 
blast it can blow a man’s head clean off at thirty feet.’ 

‘Really? And I bet you use it all the time?’ 

‘I wouldn’t leave home with it, put it that way. Are you ready?’ 

‘Are we leaving?’ 

‘Afraid so. Got work to do.’ 

I showed her out of the room and escorted her down the stairs to the 
rear entrance. I explained I was heading back to the docks to see if I 
could pick up anything else, thinking one of the dockhands might have 
seen something unusual. No doubt the cops would have already spoken 
to everyone who was around at the time. But now the dust had time to 
settle, people would be more likely to remember, having gotten over the 
initial shock. 

I watched Juggs climb on to her trike. I loved the way she opened her 
legs—very wide and totally unlady like—and swung one of them over to 
the other side. She then would bring her body down hard on the saddle 
with her crutch up tight against the fuel tank. It kind of reminded me of 
last night, how she rode me hard. She obviously loved to have something 
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big and throbbing between her legs, and that was probably the joy she 
got from riding her trike. She got the thing started, gave it some throttle, 
smiled at me with a polite wave and was off. 

I followed behind her to the intersection then headed South and 
watched her in the rear view as she negotiated the traffic and headed 
West to the more affluent side of the town. 

As I suspected, the docks were no longer besieged by police. The 
‘Crime scene: do not cross’ tape had been removed to allow the cranes 
and trucks in to clean up what was left of Goldstein’s place and a few 
other warehouses nearby. Most of them were still standing, receiving 
minimal damage. 

I parked the car well away from all the commotion and drifted over to 
the workers who had been here the past couple of days, just asking 
general questions and showing my card only to those who wanted to see 
some ID. No one had seen anything strange or out of place. What about 
women? Apart from Goldstein’s daughter, the only other female who 
was present was the hot dog lady. She always appeared around 11 and 
left by 3, parking her stand over in the corner, well away from the traffic. 
As she was in her fifties and had been doing the same routine for the past 
dozen years, it couldn’t have been her. Besides, she never left the stand, 
not even to relieve herself, and never went anywhere near Goldstein’s 
throughout the whole time she worked here. She had no reason to. 

‘No, wait,’ one of them started to say. ‘There was a woman. But she 
was in a car. ’ 

‘Did she get out of the car?’ 

‘No, I don’t think so. The guy she was with did. He got out and went 
to see Smithy.’ 

‘The business next door?’ I asked. The guy nodded. ‘Is he an exporter 
or importer?’ 

‘Exporter. He got hit as well. Not bad, but he’s still in hospital.’ 

‘I see. And how long was he in with Smithy?’ 

‘Only about half an hour, I guess.’ 

‘And the woman stayed in the car all that time?’ 

‘That’s right.’ 

‘Are you sure?’ 

‘Hey, man,’ another one, a black dockhand, butted in, ‘what do you 
think we do all day? Stand around watching cars? We work here, man.’ 

‘I appreciate that,’ I responded, trying to calm him down. ‘But the 
thing is you don’t see many women around here, I mean apart from your 
hot dog lady. Take a look. It’s all men here. So if a woman was here, it’s 
more than likely she would be noticed.’ 

‘But we told you: she stayed in the car the whole time. If she got out, 
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we would have noticed.’ 

‘Yeah. If she got out we would’ve noticed. We would’ve noticed if 
she had a tidy ass,’ another one of them jested, and laughed. 

‘Exactly. That’s my point. Where was this car parked anyway?’ 

‘Right over there where those trucks are.’ 

I turned to look. The man was pointing at a space not far from 
Goldstein’s, arguably closer to Smithy’s place next door, but still within 
spitting distance of the main door to Goldstein’s. I then cast my mind 
back to the first time I pulled up outside, bringing up a clear visual 
recollection, so clear it could have been a photo in my head. Between 
Goldstein’s and Smithy’s were some crates, all stacked up, and about ten 
feet high. If these guys were to the other side of that stack they would not 
have had a full view of the car, at least not for all the time it was here. 

I thanked the guys, about to walk away when I thought of something. 

‘Oh, one more thing. Can you remember precisely what time the car 
left here?’ 

‘About four in the afternoon,’ one of them shouted out. 

‘And you’re certain about that?’ 

‘Yeah, man. I clock off at 4.30 every day so it had to be before then.’ 

‘I see. I don’t suppose you can remember the type of car?’ 

He shook his head. ‘No. Didn’t take much interest. Except it was 
black, a four door sedan. Nothing special.’ 

‘Was the woman in her late twenties with long blonde hair?’ 

‘No. More like early twenties with short cropped brown hair.’ 

‘And glasses,’ another one chipped in. ‘Yes, black glasses.’ 

‘You mean sunglasses?’ 

‘That’s right.’ 

‘Thanks once again. You’ve been very helpful.’ 

I walked away, hardly satisfied. But there was not much else I could 
do except wait for Juggs to call me and meet her friend. If she had short 
cropped brown hair that would be a good indication I was dealing with 
the right person. The fact that she had only known Juggs for a month 
could also possibly indicate this job in New York had been lined up well 
in advance, and they (whoever they were) probably were using both girls 
to get their route mapped out. It was easy to imagine Jill’s father as being 
one of the MD’s. His daughter was then persuaded to hit on Juggs, get 
friendly with her, which in turn would have softened up Goldstein. Every 
father has a soft spot for his daughter. When they came of age the first 
thing they do is get protective about who’s getting too close with their 
daughters, and build up an inner resentment and jealousy about the guy 
who is banging her, perhaps wishing either they could themselves or that 
their daughter remained forever virginal. 
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I sat in the car and waited. It was still early, nowhere near lunch-time. 
Three cigarettes later Juggs came through. She got a call from Jill who 
was still full of sympathy and deeply saddened by Goldstein’s death, 
apparendy, describing him as a ‘good man.’ Whether her outpouring was 
genuine or not I couldn’t tell from Jugg’s rendition. I would need to 
speak to her personally and hear it for myself. 

I can usually tell from genuine and false emotions, especially those 
involving grief and loss. Sometimes you don’t have to be an expert to 
notice crocodile tears, but when you have been in this business as long as 
I have, even the most genuine seeming can be quite deceptive. It also 
helps to do a psychological profiling course where the key indicators are 
the words used, their intonation, the eyes, the eyebrows, the furrows in 
the forehead, and body language in general. Sometimes the latter doesn’t 
match the words used or how they are expressed, but an expert can notice 
these things, and the disparity becomes obvious after only a few years of 
observation. In one case I counted 27 blinks from a guy’s eyes in the 
space of 15 seconds. His over-blinking was indicative that he was 
suffering from stress and trying not to show it. It then became apparent 
he was lying; the whole of his body language told me that, subtle little 
hints which were subliminal and unknown to him. I would have to do the 
same with Jill, just sit and listen and observe. 

Luckily Jill had the day off and agreed to meet at the diner at twelve. 
That left me a full hour. It would only take about twenty minutes to get 
to the diner. So I spent the remainder of the time just cruising round, 
taking in every street, every corner, every place of interest I came across 
just to get to know my way round. It was then simply a matter of 
building up a map in my head, something I would no doubt have to draw 
on if required. The last thing I wanted to do was get lost, or find I was 
being pursued by gun-toting maniacs and ending up in a dead end street 
with no way out. As it proved later, this cruise did indeed come in handy. 

To the East I hit what was thought to be the red light district called 
Storyville, or a revamped version thereof, based on the original one first 
set up in 1897, and supposedly quasi-legal, and understandably a famous 
attraction back then. At this time of the day it was practically empty. 
Certainly no pimps or whores around plying their trade. No Johns either. 
It was too early for that. Those animals, after all, only come out at night, 
and I had little intention of coming back then. But I was surprised to find 
not far from there a small strip of clubs in the heart of the French Quarter 
on Bourbon Street, some of which appeared to be dedicated to fetishism. 
I could imagine this is where Juggs and Jill would come on their nights 
off when they weren’t working. There was a leather/gay bar, an S & M 
salon, a strip club, and other assorted venues to suit all outlandish tastes. 
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These places probably got wild at night, especially during Mardi Gras. I 
made a note to return next time. I also noticed the New Orleans Historic 
Voodoo Museum on Dumaine Street, between Bourbon and Royal. It 
looked intriguing, another place I wouldn’t mind visiting. But I had to 
remind myself I was here strictly on business. I had an important job to 
do. I checked my watch. It was time to go. 

I headed back up North to the diner, getting there early on purpose. I 
positioned the car in-between two big trucks with a good view of the 
road facing the same direction the pair would be coming, I presumed. I 
just wanted to see Jill before she saw me, give her a good looking over, 
and then try to work out from the brief descriptions I got of the woman in 
the car if it was her or not. It seemed to me who ever killed the old man 
were the same people who were trying to smuggle the rock out of the 
country. But surely it would have made more sense to do the killing after 
and not before the diamond was out. Obviously my appearance interfered 
with their plans. 

I was just about to light another cigarette when I noticed a car pull up. 
It was Juggs and her friend in a small white convertible, not a four door 
black sedan. Jill was driving with the top down. I could see her hair quite 
clearly; short cropped and brown. Furthermore, she was wearing dark 
sunglasses. Now I was deeply suspicious. I kept my thoughts in check, 
making sure any outward sign of suspicion was minimal. Besides, I 
couldn’t prove anything, not yet. 

I got out and gave a polite wave. Juggs blew me a sweet kiss and got 
out of the car like this was going to be some party game; seeing her close 
friend had obviously cheered her up immensely. She looked radiant. 
They both did. 

‘Hi, Harmon,’ she said and came up to me and gave me a big hug. 
‘This is Jill, my friend. The one I was telling you about.’ 

I extended my hand. Jill took it firmly and gave me a good strong 
shake, not manly but hardly effeminate either. She had the sort of grip 
you could imagine one gets from driving big, heavy trucks for years. She 
was not unattractive, neither was she a beauty; her short hair made her 
look more like a boy than a girl, and she was definitely the more 
masculine of the two. I could see her being the dominant one most of the 
time. Dressed mainly in denim, she didn’t look much like a lady either. 

I simply said, ‘Hi, nice to meet you,’ then followed them up the steps 
into the diner. 

We took the same booth as before, the girls sitting opposite, all flashy 
smiles and obviously in love with each other. As they were hidden from 
view, I had to guess the two were holding hands under the table. With 
her big sunglasses removed I could see Jill had dark eyes, not unfriendly, 
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but not the sort I would trust either. We made small talk whilst Juggs 
went through the menu and ordered pancakes all round yet again, but no 
beer. I settled for a coffee instead. 1 definitely wanted to keep my head 
clear for the rest of the day. Besides, 1 didn’t like interrogating suspects 
whilst under the influence. 

‘Juggs tells me you drive a tanker for a living. Is that right?’ 1 asked. 

‘Yep. I been doing that for, oh, I’d say about three years now,’ she 
replied with a giggle. 

‘How the hell did you get into that?’ 

‘My dad. He suggested I got a proper job.’ She giggled again, for 
some unknown reason. 

‘What were you doing before that?’ 

‘She was a stripper,’ Juggs chipped in. 

‘A stripper?’ 

Jill nodded. ‘That’s right. Until my dad decided I was too old for it.’ 

‘Where did you strip? I mean just local or all over?’ 

‘No, just local.’ 

‘At the Black Windmill,’ Juggs chipped in again. 

‘Really? You mean that place in the French Quarter?’ 

‘That’s the one,’ Jill nodded. 

When the pancakes finally turned up I could see Jill had just a big an 
appetite as her friend. She wasn’t much of a lady when it came to eating 
and was wolfing her plate down like there was no tomorrow, giving me a 
quick smile now and again in-between mouthfuls. 

‘How did you know about that place, Harmon?’ Juggs enquired. 

‘I’ve just been past there. I sort of gravitated that way. I have this 
funny habit of always unearthing the most seedy-looking places in any 
new town I visit. Why? Do you still go there?’ 

‘No, we go to the place next door,’ Jill replied. 

‘Yes,’ Juggs came in, enthused. ‘The Ligotage.’ 

‘Isn’t that a fetish club?’ 

‘It sure is,’ Jill replied, smacking her lips and pushing her empty plate 
aside. ‘We’re going there tonight, aren’t we?’ she asked her friend, and 
gave her a big hug. 

‘We sure are,’ Juggs replied. ‘I know, why don’t you come, Harmon? 
You should, cos I’m sure you’ll love it.’ 

Jill was trying to get me to go along as well. 

I politely declined. ‘No thanks. Besides, I don’t think I would be 
suitably dressed for the occasion.’ 

‘You don’t have to worry about that. Just put your tightest jeans on 
and your smallest vest. ’ 

‘Yes, flash some muscle, make sure you’ve got a hard-on when you 
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get to the door, and they’ll let you in,’ Juggs quipped. 

The girls giggled like two little schoolgirls and started stroking each 
other’s hair. It was quite clear I was now out of the picture. As far as 
Juggs was concerned, she had her lover back, and her legs would never 
part for me again. I had to accept that, and I didn’t care either. One night 
with her was more than adequate, not that I regretted it either, but I’d 
rather leave them to it and let them enjoy their own company from now 
on. And they seemed to be doing just that. 

‘Well?’ Juggs demanded. 

‘Well what?’ I responded. 

‘You coming tonight or not?’ 

‘I’ll tell you what, if a lead I’m gonna be chasing up tonight goes 
sour, then maybe I’ll pop along.’ 

‘A lead?’ Jill asked quizzically. ‘Oh, right. You’re a detective. Juggs 
told me. What you working on? Or aren’t you allowed to say?’ 

‘I told you, Jill. He’s working on my dad’s case.’ 

‘That’s not strictly true,’ I confided in her. ‘It doesn’t really have 
anything to do with that. It’s just purely coincidental.’ 

‘But I thought you said ...’ Juggs butted in. 

‘I know what I said,’ I stopped her, in an effort to prevent Juggs from 
giving too much information away. She needed to be restrained. If she 
did, Jill might get the impression I was on to her. I didn’t want her to 
think that until the last minute, until I could prove anything. I was s t ill 
working on wild hunches and coincidences. Nothing concrete. ‘You 
know,’ I said to Jill, ‘that Jugg’s father’s death wasn’t an accident.’ 

She nodded. ‘Yes. She told me that’s what you thought. But I don’t 
believe it. Why would anyone want to hurt a harmless old man like him 
anyway? You’re wrong.’ 

‘He is,’ Juggs chipped in again. 

Now I got the impression that the two had been talking. Somehow Jill 
had turned Jugg’s head round. She had done a complete volte-face, 
convinced by her lover that his death was accidental. It was a standard 
operational procedure by the enemy to turn someone’s mind and in doing 
so allay any suspicion from themselves, thus effectively divert attention 
elsewhere, minimising their own involvement. So, if a case could be 
construed as accidental, for it appeared to be, then all they had to do was 
convince others. There would be no need to chase it up, and the whole 
thing would be closed. 

This reminded me of a girl I once met on a case who tried to make out 
she was the best friend to this other girl she went out drinking with. I 
knew, having been in contact with people who had known her in the past, 
that she was a compulsive liar and a kleptomaniac. One night when they 
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were out drinking together, having both been paid that evening, the wage 
packet of her friend later went missing from her handbag. So to allay 
suspicion from herself, this girl offered to go look for it with her friend. 
They searched everywhere but to no avail. She tried to make out she felt 
really sorry for her friend, feigning empathy which she never truly had, 
not a scruple in her wicked body, not even a single shred of decency, ft 
turned out, as I suspected, she was the one who stole it in the first place. 
Yet no amount of talk or evidence, like CCTV footage, a witness, etc., 
could prove otherwise to her duped friend who believed in her sincerity 
the whole time, ft was a mind trick she used on everyone, and not a girl 
to be trusted, ever. 

Jill was employing the same tactic now. By convincing Juggs the 
death of her father was accidental, her own implication was removed and 
her innocence proven. Right now, it seemed to be working; Juggs had 
fallen for it: hook, line and sinker. This was equivalent to ‘Stockholm 
Syndrome.’ A captive is brainwashed into coming round to a captor’s 
way of thinking and develops a bond with them, and their feelings often 
turn to sympathy whereby they gradually identify with the captor, and 
forget their original situation. Basically, it’s psychological manipulation. 
Same here. No amount of words or evidence could change Juggs’ belief; 
her mind had been infected too deeply. 1 decided to drop the subject. 

The two of them carried on bantering, talking about how they were 
going to get their own place together. Both, despite being in their mid to 
late twenties, were still living at home; Juggs at her father’s place (now 
alone) and Jill at her parent’s, a mansion to the West. 

1 then had an idea. 1 didn’t ask her directly, but it would be interesting 
to see where Jill’s house was, perhaps pay it a visit. The way she was 
talking it sounded like they had a pool of cars, one of which could match 
the description of the one seen at the docks. 

1 left the lesbian lovers to it and bade adieu, pretending to leave. I 
drove only about mile up the road and found an empty spot nesded to the 
side where I could back up and wait. I figured they came directly from 
Jill’s place earlier, and that’s where Juggs had left her trike. They would 
probably return there once they had finished canoodling inside. 1 would 
follow discretely behind, ft was a hunch, not much of a hunch, but 1 had 
little else to go on. 

After only one cigarette Jill’s car appeared and went zooming past. I 
moved out behind them, keeping my distance. A car like mine was easily 
noticeable so I made sure 1 hung back. Jill wasn’t hanging about. She put 
her foot down as soon as she got on to the freeway, with Juggs’ hair 
blowing all over the place, just as it had when 1 first saw her on her trike. 
I had to move cautiously. The car I was driving was probably about ten 
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times more powerful than hers; the acceleration was unbelievable; 0-60 
in 3 seconds. I had to ease my foot off the accelerator so as not to come 
up too close behind them and was relieved they exited only a mile off the 
freeway, onto a small conurbation where there were speed restrictions, 
and could only cruise along. A wide boulevard then took us to the 
extreme West, a plush row of houses with drives about a mile long, the 
sort where only the megarich could afford to live. 1 wasn’t surprised. If 
Jill’s father was into oil and shipping, possibly from the oil fields in 
Texas, then he must be raking it in. 

She turned to the left, up a drive to a house which I could only 
describe as a French chateau, but in the American style of thinking: big is 
better. I slowed down and paused by the driveway to get a better view. 
Jill’s car disappeared round the back, probably where the garages were, 
and their pool of cars. There were none parked out front. Sprinklers on 
the lawns either side of the drive were working to keep the grass a good 
fresh green in the summer heat, with only one or two lights visible in the 
windows at the front of the house. 1 memorised the exact details of the 
place. That’s all I needed. I’d be back here later, but not in physical form. 
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Back at the hotel I immediately had a shower and a shave to make myself 
feel cleaner, and took up my favourite asana in the centre of the room, 
naked but warm. The phone was on silent, the windows closed. Only a 
small humming sound from the air-conditioning entered my ears. It was 
negligible. 

I sank into a deep trance and brought up the image of Jill’s house. A 
portal opened up. I slipped through, down a long grey corridor of light 
and found myself outside by her gates. I hovered momentarily to get my 
bearings and surveyed the place from this vantage point. It was exactly 
as before with the sprinklers still working and the one or two lights on 
inside the house. 

In an instant I was round the back. As I suspected, I found a huge 
building with double doors, not one pair but at least eight. I moved 
through one and found myself in a garage with all these cars lined up. 
One was an old Lincoln Continental, another a limo about twelve feet 
long, another a Ferrari, a Porsche, Jill’s white convertible and an empty 
space next to it presumably where her father’s car was normally parked. 
However, next to that was a four door black Buick LeSabre. It fitted the 
description, but didn’t necessarily mean it was the same one. That’s all I 
wanted to know. I moved to the back of it and took a closer look at the 
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licence plate. Although my astral vision was blurred it was still possible 
to make out the registration. I memorised it and was about to exit when I 
realised I didn’t know what her father looked like. I decided to search the 
house whilst I was here. 

If I could find a photo in a picture frame propped up on his desk or on 
a sideboard somewhere then at least I would have an idea who I might be 
dealing with. It was no good looking for some photo album; in my astral 
I couldn’t touch anything physical. I was on a totally different plane 
which happened to coincide with this plane, that’s why I able to go 
through walls or up through floors for they were vibrating on a different 
level to my astral. 

I slipped through the back wall and found myself in a massive kitchen 
which seemed to take up the whole of the back of the house. A maid was 
busy preparing food for the evening meal. Another maid was scrubbing 
down. Both looked like they were European, possibly French. One 
passed straight through me and went out the door. I followed, hovering 
closely behind her. She walked into another room, a lounge that was 
empty apart from four giant sofas facing each other and all cream- 
coloured upholstery, very tasteful and refined. One or two pictures on the 
walls, but none of any people. 

The maid left. I decided to scout around a bit more. I ascended to the 
first floor, swivelled round to get my bearings. I was now on the landing 
with various doors going off in all directions, and behind me a long spiral 
staircase with an ornate balustrade. This family certainly had taste. It 
showed in their heritage. Everything appeared to be influenced by the 
French Renaissance style of the late eighteenth century. Even the door 
handles were carved in the same style, with gold leaf decor running 
round the edges, just as on the panels of the doors. 

I slipped through one to find I was now in a bathroom with a massive 
tub in the centre of the room and a mirror running along the entire length 
of one wall. Like a vampire, I cast no reflection, invisible as a ghost. The 
room came with its own sauna. 

I moved through the mirror and into another room. It was dark, the 
curtains were drawn, and the only light was coming from the small lamp 
on the bedside table. I supposed I should have been shocked when I saw 
who was lying in bed. It was Jill and Juggs going at it full on, writhing 
naked on the sheets, licking each other out, sticking their fingers in every 
orifice imaginable, then licking their fingers afterwards, embracing in 
rapturous kisses. It must have been going on for some time. I imagined 
that as soon as they got to the house they wasted no time in expressing 
their love for each other; it must have been boundless. This was at least 
an hour later and here they were still at it. Presumably, they must have 
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had a respite for a few minutes, and then started all over again. I watched 
this spectacle fascinated; a silent, invisible voyeur. What was it Juggs 
asked? Did it turn me on to see girls in action? Well, I guess if I was here 
physically in person there would have been a noticeable response from 
my dick, and I’d be joining in the fun; that is, if they let me. 

I left the two lesbo lovers to it. That wasn’t why I was here. All I 
wanted was a photo or something. I needed to know what her old man 
looked like. I didn’t have to search any longer. Jill’s bedroom was next 
to the master bedroom. It was spacious but minimal. A single four-poster 
bed in the middle, a chest of drawers to the right and a set of walk-in 
wardrobes to the left, but in-between them in the centre was an ornate 
fireplace with a portrait hanging above it. The bald man, in his early 
fifties, looked sternly at the viewer, his eyes fixed in a cold glare, hard 
and inscrutable. He was dressed in a black dinner suit and posing with 
one hand on the same fireplace as in the room, the other tucked into his 
jacket pocket. 
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I got up close and tried to see who painted it. I couldn’t read the 
signature. It was too fuzzy. I gave up and roamed my astral vision over 
the other details. As I examined the painting there was one glaring factor 
that stood out a mile. Whoever this man was he was dressed as a 
Freemason, with medals attached to his left breast and a medallion on a 
ribbon hanging from his neck in the shape of a square and compass. This, 
along with the other insignia (like the letter G pendant, the eye in the 
triangle badge, the gold broach of the point within the circle, etc.), told 
me he was high-ranking, possibly of the Royal Arch or 3rd degree. This 
was indicative of not only his allegiance to the brotherhood but also his 
superior position. It was also possible as a high-ranking Freemason he 
may have some connection with the MD’s. Surely they would use a 
system of hierarchy, such as represented by Masonry, or other affiliations 
and fraternities based on the same structure, as in most secret societies. 

Some of the most prominent of Masons included presidents. George 
Washington, one of the founding fathers of the States, was a well-known 
Mason. There existed portraits of him dressed in full regalia, including 
the royal apron, as can be seen in the most famous one where he is laying 
the cornerstone of the Capitol building in 1793. Was it possible that this 
organisation was in reality Masonry, the latter being merely a facade, 
with the MD’s operating from behind it, manipulating everything via its 
Lodges, and through them influencing the outside world? And let’s not 
forget its most prominent symbol, the Eye in the Triangle, is visible to all 
of us every day on the back of dollar bills. This demonstrated the extent 
and reach into our society of the Masons, and possibly through them the 
presence of the MD’s. Why that symbol? It supposedly had mystical 
significance, but could be interpreted in a variety of ways, one of which 
was that it represented the ‘eye’ of the penis, one source of life on the 
physical level, but also the source of light on a mystical level, and 
possibly again another allusion to the MD’s. 

I was certain I was right about everything. The only problem was I 
had a face but no name. FTis identity I could sort out later. 

I snapped back into my body and got back to normal. I stood and 
stretched and got the blood flowing back into my legs. I must have been 
in a trance for a good half hour. I picked up the hotel notepad by the 
phone and scribbled the reg number down. I put through a call to my 
buddy in New York and asked him to run a check on the number and get 
back to me as soon as possible. I was anxious to know the name. With 
that I could do some more research. But where would it take me? And 
how could I connect it with the missing rock? 

It was now early evening. To kill time I went downstairs to the dining 
room. Not because I was hungry, but because I had nothing else to do 
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until my buddy rang through with the information. 

I took a table in the corner. The room was sparsely furnished with 
even fewer patrons. Just how I liked it. I was offered a menu straight 
away and had a quick browse. I didn’t really care what I chose. I just 
pointed at something randomly and asked for a cold beer. 

I settled back and lit up and took in my surroundings. The hotel may 
be small, I thought, but it certainly had class. I had no idea what it 
charged for a room for a night. I didn’t care either; I wasn’t paying the 
bill, Zweitser was. He probably stayed in this hotel whenever he came 
down here, I guessed. 

Apparently, I ordered veal. It was served with a rich cream sauce, and 
a few vegetables on the side. The veal had been well cooked; it was 
tender and practically melted in my mouth, and very satisfying. I finished 
eating just as the waiter brought a phone to my table with my return call. 
I thanked the man, ordered another beer and listened. I made notes as my 
informant gave me the breakdown. 

The car belonged to Claude St. Pierre, an industrialist who not only 
dealt in oil, but also chemicals, and had been a major supplier of 
pharmaceuticals to various companies up and down the country. He was 
supplying his own medicines but fell out with the Food and Drug 
Administration a few years back. His licence was revoked. Officially he 
was never allowed to operate again, certainly not under a pharmaceutical 
company of the same name, although there were allegations he was 
involved in supplying a liquid called ‘Corticole’ to a dodgy medical 
practitioner in Hollywood who was using it as an anti-wrinkling agent to 
treat glamorous ladies, giving direct injections to the skin round the 
mouth and the eyes, and charging anywhere from $400-600 a shot, 
making tons of money until some of them started complaining of bad 
side-effects, like small lumps and permanent bruising around the areas 
treated. It turned out that this elixir of youth was none other than a 
simple silicon-based oil which also hadn’t been approved by the FDA. 
So it appeared that Jill’s father was far from legitimate. Although no 
charges were pressed against him, the Feds had a file on him as thick as a 
decent-sized paperback but could do nothing to prove he had committed 
any serious felonies. St. Pierre (or as he preferred to pronounce it, 
Sanpierre) was clean as far as they were concerned. If any accusations 
were raised, miraculously the claimant withdrew them or disappeared, 
never to be seen again. 

That’s all I needed to know. It was only a small picture but enough to 
be going along with for the time being. I thanked my informant and hung 
up. The waiter returned with a fresh bottle and was about to retrieve the 
phone when I stopped him. I had another call to make: Zweitser. 
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I was praying the old man would be working late in his store. Luckily 
for me he was and answered immediately. I was going to relay the same 
information back to him. But first, I wanted to know if he had heard of 
St. Pierre. 

‘Of course I have. He runs one of the major fuel supplies in the South. 
All the shipping companies use him. They rely on him, as does most of 
the shipping business in the States. Why?’ 

‘He might just be behind Goldstein’s death. Also, he could belong to 
this organisation of yours.’ 

‘St. Pierre? You must be joking. He’s one of the leading industrialists 
on the south coast. Not quite up there with Rockefeller, but close. ’ 

I was gutted. Zweitser seemed to know more about the man than my 
informant and was absolutely adamant than my conclusions were wrong. 
However tenuous they were, I was certain I was on the right trail. But 
like all good villains, they have a front that is impossible to crack, like 
celebrities no one believes have a darker side, usually until it is too late. 
St. Pierre was apparently revered, for not only his entrepreneurial skills 
but also his charity work, donating millions to good causes. Then I had to 
think again; perhaps Zweitser was right, I did have the wrong guy. Why 
would he be mixed up in a jewel heist anyway when he’s probably got 
millions stashed away in a bank? Perhaps it was a status symbol that he 
wanted, something he needed to boost his ego? Which ever way I looked 
at it, the data I had just didn’t add up. 

‘Always go with your gut instinct,’ I told myself many times in the 
past. If something feels right then it must be right. But now I had to 
reconsider everything. I thanked Zweitser and put down the phone, far 
from happy. I needed confirmation, either right or wrong, and I needed it 
fast. I asked the waiter if there was anywhere open like a library or 
information centre at this time of night. Yes, there was. He gave me 
directions for the main library which stayed open till ten. That gave me a 
good two to three hours do some research. 

I wasted no time in getting there, and pulled out any local papers and 
magazines the library had on its racks. I went through them all quickly, 
scanning every page I could find connected with the man: local news, 
gossip columns, public announcements, charity events, etc., and stopped 
when I came to a full page article about a dinner being hosted by St. 
Pierre to mark the twentieth anniversary of the completion of Interstate 
10 in Louisiana, something he was involved in. There was a photograph 
of the guy shaking hands with the Mayor, some officials to either side, 
all dressed in suits, with ladies in the background dressed up to the nines. 
I found a couple more articles detailing his other activities in the area, 
mainly charity events he held, and another where he was listed as being 
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the first person to lay a foundation stone for the new United Lodge of 
Freemasons in Louisiana about twenty years ago. That gave me an idea. 1 
asked one of the assistants if they held any books of local history, 
especially on Freemasonry here. She willing obliged and brought them 
over and informed me the library would be closing in half an hour. I 
thanked her and scanned through the books quickly not really sure what I 
was looking for. Everything panned out as Zweitser had said; the man 
was legit as far as the outer persona was concerned. There was nothing 
indicating any nefarious activity. Perhaps everyone else was right and I 
was wrong. I decided to call it a day and head back to the hotel. 

I tried to commune with Angel in my hotel room but she was being 
reserved and wouldn’t come through. I tried again, pitching my mind as 
high as possible into the most elusive of realms, but still she wouldn’t put 
in an appearance. I came out of it less than disheartened. Angel could be 
like that at times. When she wasn’t talking to me I knew I was in the 
wrong. She would set something up for me, deliberately sometimes, and 
put it in my path. I then had to recognise it for what it was: a test. 

Whilst I was having a shower a call came through. It was from the 
front desk. Juggs had left a message to remind me they would both be at 
the club tonight and insisted I go along. It wasn’t something I was into 
personally, having cruised some of the leather bars in New York around 
Central Park looking for a serial killer on the loose. I didn’t blend in too 
well; this got picked up by the other patrons. Although I was wearing all 
the right gear they could tell by my attitude that I was straight and that I 
didn’t belong. I wasn’t bothered. I eventually caught my man after two 
weeks of solid trekking and dogged persistence, nailing the guy in a 
laundrette. After that, I decided perhaps they were right; I didn’t belong 
and always felt out of place in those joints. Perhaps the same would 
happen tonight. 

I had nothing else lined up for the night so I figured I would give it a 
go. I needed someone to talk to; I was just hoping Juggs would be sober 
enough for a straight conversation. 
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I left the car in the parking lot at the hotel and took a cab to the French 
Quarter. It was a rough area of town and I didn’t want to leave a 
tempting offer like my car there. Besides, there was no parking on the 
main streets. I would have to park it on some back street where it 
wouldn’t be so visible. A cab ride was the only sensible option. Further, I 
needed a drink. Scratch that. I needed several. I was going to be well 
over the limit by the end of the night, hopefully. 

I walked into the club wearing what the girls had suggested; a plain 
black vest and tight jeans and sneakers, but not sporting a hard-on. The 
guy on the door gave me a queer look but guessed I was a tourist as he 
hadn’t seen me before. I was a tourist and felt like one, even more so 
when I walked in and down the few steps to the main part of the club. It 
was all dimly lit, strobes bouncing lights off walls, pounding music with 
lots of emphasis on the bass, so deep you could feel it in your gut. 

I scouted round for the girls, couldn’t see them, so headed for the bar, 
always the best option. Some muscle-bound guy in a black latex vest and 
leather shorts served me a beer. I turned to face the rest of the club and 
supped my drink; it was cold and refreshing, just what I needed. I was 
going to light up but there was a ‘no smoking’ policy down here which I 
thought was strange, considering this place was supposed to represent the 
freedom of expression, yet they had a restriction on smoking. Which 
meant you were more likely to die of AIDS here than lung cancer. 
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Ligotage was obviously the French term for bondage, in keeping with 
this quarter and the theme of the club. It wasn’t packed but busy enough 
to make it feel like a happening place, and probably wouldn’t really get 
started till much later. 

A girl in her early twenties walked past me at the bar. Surprisingly, 
she was wearing straight clothes, unlike the rest of the patrons who were 
either dressed in latex, leather or PVC. The place stunk of the stuff, with 
sweat dripping off the walls. It was that hot I was only too pleased I 
wasn’t wearing my jacket, and for that reason had to leave my beloved 
gun at home. I just hope I didn’t need it here, but everybody seem to be 
friendly, so why should I need it? I wasn’t expecting any trouble tonight 
and was treating it more like a night off, getting some R and R. Zweitser 
wasn’t on my back demanding results. He knew these things took time. 
There had already been one complication, so a delay was inevitable. The 
more I drank the more I was getting into it, soaking up the atmosphere 
and casting the odd glance here and there and not getting any stern or 
shitty looks in return, not like what I got from the cops or in the leather 
bars. People respected you here for your individuality and your 
orientation, what ever it may be. They weren’t making judgements or 
scrutinising you, so you could be what you wanted to be here; it was that 
simple. But I concluded it wasn’t really a pick up joint, more the kind of 
place were you made contacts, connecting with others. Here’s where you 
could find people on your own wavelength and then went home with 
them to connect on a deeper level. There was a tension in the air, but it 
was a tension you get from expectancy, from what could possibly 
happen. It was almost palpable, if not electric. I fed off it, ordered more 
beer and continued propping up the bar. 

The music still pounded away, one dance track after another, quite 
nauseating at first (well, painful to my psychic senses), which gradually 
receded into the carpet of noise after a couple of more beers. Now the 
place was beginning to get busy; I watched the endless parade: queers 
wearing French eighteenth century dresses and full make-up, complete 
with moustaches; dominatrices with their slaves in tow on dog leads; 
high-heeled kittens with whips; SMers who brought with them their own 
canes and paddles and were making full use of the furniture, bending 
over and straddling the bare pipe work, getting handcuffed into place and 
taking a few good whacks on their behinds; lesbian ladies holding hands 
and each other’s chains (either connected to wrists, necks or piercings in 
their nether regions); a guy in zombie make-up and in top hat and tails, 
hand in hand with a girl wearing a white wedding dress covered in blood 
(the blood-spattered bride, I figured); then the girl I saw earlier dressed 
straight reappeared from the ladies wearing nothing but a leather belt 


68 



WHAT'S YOUR FETISH? 


hanging low on her hips with a few pubic hairs poking above it. She 
smiled at me and continued walking past. I obviously wasn’t her type. 
Then I remembered why I was here, to meet the girls, but still no sign of 
them. I checked my watch; it was nearly midnight. Surely they must be 
here by now. 

I decided to check out the dance floor. Couples were gyrating on the 
multicoloured lighted floor, banging their pelvises and buttocks together 
in time with the bestial music. There was a cage suspended above them 
with some naked girl trapped inside with her bare butt sticking out. 
Acrobats dressed in rubber were swinging to and fro either side of her 
trying to lash the girl with their whips as the cage slowly spun round. I 
had never seen that before (and I’ve seen everything!). 



But it was the two girls dancing side to side in the centre of the floor 
who grabbed my attention. They were dressed in tight black shiny PVC 
outfits, like catsuits, with nude mesh sides on the legs, and both were 
wearing high-heeled boots and matching blue wigs. Everything matched 
like I was looking at one girl standing on the left in front of a mirror at an 
angle, with her reflection on the right, so when one of them raised her 
left hand the other raised her right. I couldn’t see much of the face on 
either of them as the lower part was obscured with what looked like a 
rubber mask with silver riveted holes for breathing, and the eyes were 
covered with dark wraparound shades. The two girls then started dancing 
back to back, pretending to be shooting everyone with their plastic 
replica guns; the one on the left used her right hand, the one on the right 
her left hand. Then in perfect synchronised motion the guns came up and 
were now being pointed direcdy at me. I just smiled, loving it, every 
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minute of it. They ‘shot’ me and pretended to blow out each other’s guns 
afterwards whilst still wearing their masks, and slinked towards me like 
two cats on heat, bumping and grinding their hips together until they 
were right in front of me, then stood still. In unison, and possibly well- 
rehearsed beforehand, they removed their masks and shades. I got quite a 
shock when 1 finally realised who it was: Juggs and Jill! 

They both laughed at my surprise. Juggs gave me a quick peck and 
grabbed my right hand. Jill grabbed my left hand. They dragged me over 
to one of the empty booths on the side, pushed me down onto the long 
seat and sat either side of me, still laughing and giggling like it was all a 
game. Their laughter was infectious. 1 drank it up and laughed with them, 
or maybe at my own foolishness for not recognising them in the first 
place. They were professional and terribly convincing, and looked like 
they did this sort of routine every night they were here. I then looked 
down at Juggs’ chest. The size of her breasts must have been minimised 
by some bandaging or something for they certainly weren’t sticking out 
as usual, another reason why 1 hadn’t realised it was her. She must have 
read my mind, for her hand went up to her throat (she was wearing black 
nail polish, unusual for her, I guessed) and tugged at the ring-pull of her 
zip and pulled it all the way down to her abdomen; only then did her tits 
pop out, now no longer sheathed in PVC. ft was a magnificent sight, 
forever etched in my memory. She smiled at me. Then her hand went 
under the table; her fingers started doing the walking. They found what 
they were looking for; my dick, ft was hard, and getting harder by the 
minute as she tenderly rubbed the cloth of my tight jeans with her nimble 
fingertips. 

‘I know what you did,’ her friend Jill whispered into my ear. What 
did 1 do? When? I started to panic thinking she must have been aware of 
my astral visit to her house. But how could she, unless she was psychic. 
But 1 needn’t have worried, for she then said: ‘You kept her company 
last night.’ 

That’s what she was referring to. 1 looked deep into Jill’s eyes, 
thinking there may be a sign of jealousy or resentment. These lesbians 
can get so possessive sometimes. But there was nothing. She simply 
smiled and kissed me on the cheek as Juggs continued to stroke my 
aching cock. The tension was becoming unbearable. I felt like I was 
going to explode in my pants. They both get off on this exquisite torture 
they were inflicting on me. Juggs then started pressing her breasts against 
my bare arms. I could feel her nipples. They were rock hard. She was 
purposefully rubbing them up and down my arm and stroking my knob 
with her agile hand. 

1 gasped as she finally got it out, allowing it to breathe. Jill found it. 
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She also started stroking it, playing with it, pulling the foreskin back and 
forth. I was taken by surprise and somewhat confused. I didn’t think 
proper lesbos were into dicks; most couldn’t stand the sight of them let 
alone touch them. But this one didn’t seem bothered; she was more into 
the torture she was putting me through, this relentless ordeal, getting me 
to the point of climax, desisting, letting my knob go soft, then getting it 
hard again and taking it all the way to the point of climax and stopping 
again just as I was just about to come. God, they were tormenting me, 
these girls. They knew what they were doing and loved watching me 
grimace and moan until finally 1 begged them to let me come. I did. 
Exploding packets of light went off in the back of my mind as my life 
shot out of my knob and ended up scattered across the floor. I sank back 
into my seat, relieved. 

‘Bitch,’ I hissed at Juggs. 

She whispered in my ear: ‘I maybe a bitch, but I’ll never be a butch.’ 

They both helped me put my manhood away. 

‘So, do you girls do this often?’ I asked, jokingly. 

‘Hmm,’ Juggs breathed in my ear. ‘All the time.’ And helped herself 
to some of my beer, swilling it around in her mouth like she was tasting 
my sperm, then swallowed it down. 

‘What have you been doing this afternoon?’ she asked me. ‘Because 
you know what we’ve been doing, don’t you?’ 

They must both be psychic. But it was obvious anyway, not having 
seen each other for two whole days. 

‘I can guess,’ I replied, then laughed. I turned to Jill and said calmly, 
‘I hear your father is Claude St. Pierre?’ 

‘Didn’t you know that?’ I shook my head. ‘Yes. I suppose I should be 
proud. He’s done a lot for this community.’ 

‘So I’ve heard. He’s got his finger in a lot of pies,’ I remarked, trying 
to make the conversation sound casual. ‘He’s a real philanthropist.’ 

She nodded. ‘Always has been. He’s the best dad in the world. Would 
you like to meet him some time?’ I nodded. ‘Perhaps I can arrange it for 
tomorrow. ’ 

‘Yes, I would like that.’ 

It was agreed. I didn’t realise at the time I would be meeting him 
sooner than expected. 

I got up and offered to buy them both some beer, then headed back to 
the bar. As I suspected, the place was getting full now. The music was no 
longer grating on me. The copious amounts of alcohol I had now 
consumed helped to soften the edges. The bar was busy so I had to wait 
awhile until I could place my order. As I was being served I noticed a 
guy dressed all in black leather (long-sleeved shirt, jeans, and biker 
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boots) was giving me the once over. Did he fancy me or something? Or 
was he trying to work out whether I was straight or gay? It seemed to be 
a problem in a place like this where one’s sexuality would always be in 
question as it attracted so many different types. It didn’t happen in 
normal bars or pubs. But if a gay walked in you could tell straight away. 
The signs were obvious. In this place it was a slightly different ball 
game, where some were more sexually overt than others. Some flaunted 
it by swinging between the two poles, delighted that their sexuality was 
unbounded, not hemmed in by the normally rigid conventions of society 
outside. Here it was much more fluidic with no set demarcations. Even 
Jill seemed to be showing signs of being bi as she frigged me off. But I 
bet she wouldn’t normally do that, and certainly not in a straight bar. 
Here it was a free for all, an open licence where you could take your fill 
of love and manifest your sexuality in any way you chose. But gays are 
pretty instinctual on that level; they can, from a mere glance, tell if 
someone they are interested in is gay like them; it’s like a hidden sign 
which only they recognise with an inbuilt sixth sense. Even so, this 
leather guy was definitely interested in something about me. 



I was going to ask him what his problem was, but decided to ignore 
him instead, and headed back to the girls who were now smooching and 
in each other’s arms, too busy to notice I had even bothered to buy them 
beers or that I was now sitting back down next to them. I needed to go to 
the gents. A11 those beers were now taking their toll. My bladder was 
bursting. 

I found the gents downstairs in the basement. It was unnerving 
walking to the end of the short corridor with these guys and girls ah lined 
up against the wall, wondering what they were doing, and feeling their 
eyes peering into me as I walked by. The gent’s room was surprisingly 
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empty. Despite that, my instincts still told me to use a cubicle rather than 
one of the urinals on the long wall. 

I had a funny turn once when using one. In mid-flow I felt a gun in 
my back. This guy told me to put my hands up, which I did, so I had to 
continue urinating hands free as I could not stop. He then asked me to 
turn round and I ended up peeing all over his expensive Italian leather 
shoes. He wasn’t very happy, and I couldn’t stop laughing. 

So I always preferred using a cubicle when in a public convenience. I 
felt safer that way and took a leak, pleased to let it flow out. I zipped up, 
flushed the toilet, unlocked the door, and was about to walk out when 
suddenly I felt a heavy whack on my head. I took it full on. A black hole 
opened up beneath my feet. I slipped into it and disappeared. 
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‘Capri!’ 

I could hear a voice. It was ringing in my head. My head hurt like 
someone had been bouncing up and down on it all night. 

‘Capri!’ 

The voice came through again, kind of dreamy like I was still in Lala 
Land. 

A quick slap to the face had me come round. I opened my eyes to find 
I was looking into somebody else’s; they were hard and inscrutable. 

I tried to shift but I couldn’t. I was strapped in tight to a chair. It was 
solid, wooden, the sort they use in fetish bars for play-torture. Was I still 
in the club? 

I looked around. I was in a basement somewhere, possibly under the 
club. There was no music, no sound, nothing, just a dull buzz in my ears 
from the whack on the head. Three guys were standing before me. The 
leather man from the bar I recognised straight away. Leatherman was 
propped up against the wall to my right, smirking, and was probably the 
one who hit me in the gents. The short stocky guy to the left I had never 
seen before. He was dressed in plain clothes and certainly hadn’t been in 
the club. But the one in the middle, the one who was now bending over, 
examining me, he began to come back to me, kind of vaguely. I had seen 
him somewhere before. It wasn’t till he stood up, and the light of the 
naked bulb was on his face that it clicked into focus. I smiled. So did he. 
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‘Glad to see you’re back with us. You’ve been snooping around, 
Capri. Doing some checking up on me, haven’t you?’ 

‘So what? It’s a free country.’ 

Leatherman came over and punched me hard in the guts. I could feel 
my intestines squirm. They were yelling out in defiance, trying to crawl 
out the back of my throat. 

‘Now, what are you after? Who sent you? And why?’ 

‘One question at a time, St. Pierre. It’s been a long night.’ 

‘And I don’t have all day,’ St. Pierre barked back. 

Day? Was he being literal? Or was it just metaphorical? I had no idea 
what time it was or how long I had been out. There were no windows 
down here, I couldn’t see outside. I was still wearing my watch but as my 
hands were tied securely behind my back, it was impossible to look at it. 

I could see bruising on my bare arms, probably from where they 
dragged and bundled me into this hellhole. I felt naked without my gun. 
(I couldn’t have it on me without my jacket. It has a long barrel, too long 
to stick under a belt.) What an idiot, I thought to myself. Did those two 
girls set me up so I could end up down here with this man whom one of 
them thought was the nicest man on earth? I couldn’t believe it. 

‘Well?’ he barked at me again. 

‘Well what?’ 

‘Why were you checking up on me?’ 

I put on my best official voice. ‘We have reason to believe you may 
have been involved in the accident at Goldstein’s.’ 

‘Rubbish, you were here before it even happened.’ 

‘Ah, but you see, I knew it was going to happen. ’ 

‘How?’ 

‘I’m psychic,’ I joked. 

But St. Pierre didn’t like my humour. He gestured to Leatherman who 
again punched me hard in the stomach. I moaned and doubled in agony, 
my tongue spitting out fire. 

‘Understand, Capri, I’m a very serious man and I have a problem: I 
do not tolerate jokes from time-wasters like you.’ 

‘Look, it’s really quite simple. I was sent down here to check out a 
shipping agent. As Goldstein was no longer available, someone put me 
onto you. I was just checking you out, making sure you were legit.’ 

‘Do you really expect me to believe that? Your actions have been 
monitored ever since you arrived, ever since you turned up in that flashy 
car of yours. We know about your visits to the docks, your nice cosy chat 
with my daughter and her friend at the diner, and your visit to the library 
yesterday evening. We know all about you, Capri, except why you are 
really here. ’ 
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‘I’m on business.’ 

‘Good. Now we are getting somewhere. Who sent you?’ 

‘Can’t say. Wish I could, but confidentiality forbids me.’ 

‘Really? Well by the time we’ve finished with you, you’ll be telling 
us everything you know. We’re going to let you stew in your own juices 
for awhile. I have an important meeting to attend to and I’m not going to 
be made late by a recalcitrant little fuck like you. So I suggest you use 
the next hour very wisely to consider your position.’ St. Pierre pulled 
back my head and looked deep into my eye. ‘One hour, Capri. Think 
about it. ’ 

The three of them left. I could hear what sounded like a steel door 
being slammed shut behind me and a bolt sliding across. The chair I was 
attached to was rigid, bolted to the floor. It was impossible to move, to 
even twist my head round fully to take a look at this room and work out 
exactly where I was. They may have strapped me down physically, but 
they couldn’t stop me moving psychically. All I had to do was project 
out and take in my surroundings. Then what? Call the police? Tell them 
their favourite towns-person has kidnapped me and is holding me 
captive? No. I had to come up with a better plan than that. There was 
only one person I could think of who could possibly help: Juggs. I had to 
assume it was now early morning and that she was still asleep in bed. If I 
could influence her in her dreaming state I might be able to get her to call 
someone. 

I closed my eyes and sank down into a trance. I stopped thinking, 
slowed my breathing right down to a minimum, went stiff and exited my 
body and was out through the steel door. I hovered above a concrete 
floor and swivelled round, then went straight up through the ceiling and 
found I was correct: it was the club. I was physically in the basement, my 
body tucked away in a hidden room to the side just past the toilets. I 
continued to scout around. The place was empty, not even a cleaner in 
sight. It must be first thing in the morning. 

I brought up Juggs’ face and imagined it was a portal. I slipped 
through into it and down a long deep tunnel. At the end of it I found 
myself in a bedroom. It was dark. The curtains were still drawn, but it 
wasn’t the same bedroom I was in yesterday. There was someone 
sleeping in the bed. I hovered over it to take a closer look. It was Juggs 
all right—I’d recognise those breasts anywhere. She was fast asleep. I 
needed to catch her in REM-mode when her astral would be fully out, 
then I could control her dream. I waited and watched. Her eyelids started 
flickering, then she was out. I spoke to her subliminally telling her where 
I was and to call the police. I kept telling her until it filtered through into 
her dream and then into her waking state. Suddenly she sat up in bed. I 
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could hear her shout out my name as if she knew I was in her room, but 
as soon as she did that I was pulled back into my body, slamming into it 
hard, so hard I jolted. All I had to do now was wait and pray my little 
trick had worked. 

I didn’t have to wait too long. 

I could hear someone talking not far away, and footsteps echoing 
beyond the door. ‘In here,’ I shouted. Then, ‘Help.’ With relief I heard 
the bolt being pulled back and the hinges of the door creak as it opened. 

Three uniform cops came in to find me in a rather embarrassing 
situation, like I had been involved in some sex-game that had got out of 
hand and been tied up and forgotten about. The cops untied me and 
immediately arrested me! 

‘Look fellas, if it’s about that unpaid parking ticket, I can explain ...’ I 
started to joke with them, but they were having none of it. They quickly 
frisked me and faced me up against the wall, got me to put my hands 
behind my back and handcuffed me without even reading me my rights. 

I was led out and up the stairs to be greeted by queer looks from the 
startled cleaners who obviously let the cops in. I was taken outside and 
dumped into the back of a police car like a common criminal. 

‘Look, you fellas are making a mistake.’ 

‘Save it,’ the cop in the passenger seat bellowed at me. ‘You can do 
all the talking you want at the station.’ 

I sat back and had to accept the situation, but it was more like I was 
out of the frying pan, and probably about to hit the fire. 

The cops escorted me into the station and dumped me in front of 
some pig-eyed cop who looked like he had had a rougher night than me. 
Or did he always look like that? His eyes were all bloodshot, his face 
bloated; not the sort of face you want to see first thing in the morning. 
Another cop took my handcuffs off and left us alone in the office. It was 
good to feel the blood flowing back in to my hands again, but the whack 
on my head still hurt like hell. 

‘We had reports this morning of an intruder in the club,’ he began to 
say, getting all officious like he knew everything, ‘from a girl who 
claimed you assaulted her.’ 

‘Now wait a minute ...’ 

‘When she was in her bed! She then said that she was mistaken, she 
meant the club, and quickly put the phone down. So what do we do? She 
gave no name or number. We don’t know who she was, but she sounded 
extremely anxious. So we go to the club. And what do we find? You 
stuck to a chair. ’ 

‘I can explain. A couple of girls invited me downstairs for some 
rough fun. They got a bit carried away and forgot all about me. ’ 
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‘Do you really expect me to believe that? How do you explain that 
bump on your head?’ 

I had to admit I couldn’t. The only thing I could tell him was the 
truth. But would he believe me? 

‘OK, I got knocked out,’ I started to explain. ‘And came to and found 
three guys trying to interrogate me. ’ 

‘Who?’ 

‘I don’t know who the other two were, but the third man turned out to 
be St. Pierre.’ 

‘Don’t be ridiculous. He is a respected member of this community.’ 

‘Well go and ask the owner.’ 

‘He is the owner. In fact he owns most of those places down there, 
like the Ligotage and the Black Windmill.’ 

‘Look, I’m telling you, St. Pierre kidnapped me and took me down to 
that basement for questioning. ’ 

‘Really? Do you expect us believe that one of this city’s celebrities, 
who’s renowned for his charity work, who has spent most of his life here 
and dedicated his fortune to helping our community, was responsible for 
tying you to that chair?’ 

I nodded. ‘That’s right.’ 

‘Why?’ 

‘I’m working on a case. I guess he got all sore about it.’ 

‘What case?’ 

‘I can’t tell you. Client confidentiality.’ 

‘Look, Capri,’ he continued. I looked up at him, surprised he even 
knew my name. ‘Yes, we know who you are,’ he continued. ‘A private 
investigator from New York, driving around in some snazzy car. Did you 
think we wouldn’t notice? We tend to notice things like that round here. 
Let’s start again. Why are you here?’ 

‘I just told you, I’m working on a case.’ 

‘Not any more, you’re not. I want you out of here, today. Do you 
understand me?’ 

The cop was getting quite irate. I guessed he meant it. I just nodded 
hoping they would let me go quietly. 

‘Today!’ he barked at me again. ‘Now get out of here.’ 

‘Gladly.’ 
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I walked out a free man but still didn’t understand why, or why the cops 
refused to believe me about St. Pierre. Did he really have that much grip 
around here? But thank God Juggs put in that call and before he and his 
goons could come back and beat me to a pulp. This case was getting to 
me. I couldn’t figure anything out or get anything straight in my head, ft 
still hurt and 1 felt like shit. 

I took a cab back to the hotel, glad to take a shower and put on some 
fresh clothes. After the Three C’s 1 started feeling better. Then I got a 
call through from Juggs. She wanted to come over and see me. I 
suggested coming to the hotel. She said she would be there in half an 
hour which gave me time to visit Angel and find out what the fuck was 
going on. But Angel wouldn’t come. She was conspicuous by her 
absence. That told me 1 was now on my own. Only when everything was 
resolved would she come back to me and we could communicate again. 

1 dropped it and splashed more water in my face to wake up. I made 
an ice pack from some ice I got from the icebox downstairs and applied it 
to the bump and left it there for about 15 minutes hoping the thing would 
go down, ft did, but only a bit. I checked in the mirror, ft wasn’t as 
noticeable as before but still hurt. 

There was a knock at my door and 1 was greeted by two of the 
loveliest eyes a man could see, especially when he’s stuck in a hostile 
town where everybody seems to hate him, with nobody on his side, and 
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begins to feel really lonely. 

Juggs gave me a big kiss and said, ‘What happened to you last night? 
You just disappeared.’ 

‘I got whacked over the head and found myself in some strange room 
in that club.’ 

She started to laugh. She thought I was joking—until she saw the 
bump on my head. 

‘Wow. Does it hurt?’ I nodded. ‘You know,’ she started to say, ‘I had 
the weirdest dream this morning. I woke up and was convinced you were 
in trouble. So I rang the police.’ 

‘I’m glad you did, because they were the ones who found me. If you 
hadn’t, I would still be down there. The goons who whacked me were 
going to come back and kick the crap out of me.’ 

‘But why?’ 

‘I don’t know. It’s all to do with this case I’m working on.’ 

‘Then go to the police.’ 

‘Huh,’ I laughed at her. ‘They were the ones who arrested me.’ 

‘What?’ 

‘That’s right. But when I told them who was behind it all they refused 
to believe me.’ 

‘Who?’ she asked me, concerned. 

‘You wouldn’t believe me if I told you.’ 

‘Who? Tell me,’ she demanded. 

I thought I’d better put her straight on a few things. But first I ordered 
some more coffee to be delivered to the room, opened the windows to get 
some air in and lit up again. 

I waited for the coffee to arrive. Juggs just looked at me, silent, as if I 
was about to reveal some big secret she couldn’t handle. I thanked the 
waiter, tipped him generously and made sure he was out of the room 
before I began to relate my strange story, perhaps to another person who 
wouldn’t believe a word. 

‘It all has to do with your friend.’ 

‘Jill?’ 

I nodded. ‘Look, you probably won’t like what I’m going to say but I 
have to say it anyway. It goes back to that diamond heist in New York. 
These people you mentioned, the MD’s, they wanted to get hold of it, for 
some reason I’m still not sure about, and it ended up down here and was 
due to be exported. I think it’s still here because the man who was going 
to export it...’ 

‘Was my father...’ 

‘That’s right. My turning up here interfered with their plans. They 
obviously knew I was onto them, so they put him out of the way, 
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thinking perhaps that would put an end to my investigation, or something 
like that. I’m still not quite sure why, but it has to do with Jill and her 
father.’ 

‘Her father?’ 

‘Yes. You see, I believe your meeting with Jill was no accident. It had 
all been arranged well in advance, probably as soon as the news reached 
them that the diamond was coming over to the States. Which was about a 
month ago. Jill was using you to soften you up and make your father 
more amenable to their request. It helped to cement his relationship with 
her father to make sure he did their bidding. ’ 

‘No, that’s not true. She loves me.’ 

‘That may be so,’ I said philosophically, and poured her some coffee, 
‘but it doesn’t negate the fact that she planted the device which killed 
your father.’ 

‘No, I don’t believe that. His death was an accident.’ 

They say that love is blind, meaning the emotion of love is a powerful 
narcotic on the brain. We feel good when we are in love, when we 
connect with the other person we are in love with. It gives meaning to 
our lives, but it also makes us do stupid things sometimes, like not see 
the truth. This is exacdy what Juggs was doing, no matter how smart she 
was. She couldn’t see past her own emotional bond with Jill and it was 
affecting her judgment and decision-making. I needed to make her see 
beyond that and the wider picture. I sat down next to her and held her 
hands and looked her in the eye. 

‘Look, you said yourself these are sinister people and we don’t know 
who they are. But I know one of them is St. Pierre. He is a part of this 
organisation, whether only partially or fully, I’m not sure, I just know he 
is involved, and god-knows who else may be behind him. He could just 
be a small fish in the ocean but he is definitely the key to unlocking this 
mystery. This morning he was trying to find out who I was working for.’ 

Juggs looked at me, full in the face. 

‘What’s the matter,’ I asked her. 

‘He was asking me the same thing yesterday evening. In fact, he 
wanted to know all about you.’ 

‘There you go then. Did you tell him anything?’ 

‘No. I just said you were here on business, and that was it.’ 

‘Did you mention Zweitser?’ 

She shook her head. ‘No. I thought it was strange at the time why he 
was asking me all those questions. I thought he was just curious, a new 
person in town, you know, that kind of thing.’ 

‘Well, I’m glad you didn’t tell him anything. That’s probably why he 
was trying to beat it of me this morning. Did he ask you when you were 
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seeing me again?’ 

She nodded. ‘Yes,’ holding on to her cup of coffee like it was a life 
saver. ‘I told him you would be at the club.’ 

‘There you are. See?’ 

‘But it doesn’t prove Jill killed my father.’ 

‘Listen,’ I said, gripping her shoulders firmly. ‘These are dangerous 
people. They seek power, and they may have been responsible for not 
only your father’s death but countless others as well.’ 

‘Prove it!’ 

‘I intend to. If I was to convince you Jill is involved, would you 
believe me?’ 

She nodded meekly, her head crestfallen. 

‘Good. Now, I want you to do me a favour. Do you have access to the 
garage at the back of St. Pierre’s place?’ 

‘Yes. He said I could borrow one of their cars any time I want. He 
even said he would lay on all the cars for my father’s funeral tomorrow. 
Why?’ 

‘Because I want you to go there this morning and borrow one of 
them. It’s a black four door sedan, reg number WXY 4207.’ 

‘How do you know that?’ 

‘Because I make it my business to know.’ 

‘And what am I supposed to do with it?’ 

‘Come back here and pick me up, then we are going to go for a little 
drive. And if you have a photo of Jill, bring it with you.’ 

I kissed Juggs goodbye and couldn’t help feeling sorry for the girl. 
She wasn’t going to like what she was about to find out, but in the end 
she was going to have to accept it. She said she would be back in an 
hour; that gave me time to catch up on some sleep. I still had a sore head 
and often just closing my eyes, or slipping into a light slumber, helped to 
kill the pain. I immersed myself in a pool of healing blue light. 

Juggs returned with the car 45 minutes later. I let her drive and 
instructed her to head South to her father’s place. On the way I filled her 
in on a few more details, what little I knew. I had to convince her I was 
right. In that way I could bring her over to my side. I figured she 
wouldn’t believe it from me, but if she heard it from somebody else, she 
would then know I was telling the truth. 

She told me there was no one at St. Pierre’s place except the servants. 
She asked one of them if she could have the key to the black car, and like 
a dutiful servant he gave her the key without question, and probably 
didn’t give a shit about it either. Jill was apparently going on another 
contract later in the morning but had already left. She would be back by 
the evening, which meant I had till then to convince Juggs I was right. 
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We pulled up outside her father’s business premises, now a hollow 
steel structure. The workmen had cleared it out. All the debris was gone. 
It was no more than an empty shell. The new contractors had arrived to 
inspect the structural damage. They would probably conclude it would be 
easier to knock the whole thing down and rebuild it from scratch. The 
blast had been that powerful, there was little else they could do. I then 
made sure Juggs parked the car in exactly the same place where it had 
been parked on that fateful day. We got out and headed over to the same 
workers I talked to before. 

‘Hi, you remember me, don’t you,’ I said and shook their hands. 

‘You’re the dick who was asking all the questions,’ one of them 
replied. 

‘That’s right. Do you see that car over there?’ I asked pointing to the 
sedan. 

They nodded. 

‘Was that the same car that was here a few days ago before the 
accident happened?’ 

They were all doubtful to begin with. I tried jogging their memory, 
talking about how it was mostly hidden behind some crates and there was 
a girl sitting in the passenger seat up front. One of them then started 
nodding. ‘Yes, that’s the one,’ he replied. 

‘Are you sure? I asked for confirmation. 

‘Positive. It was brand new. Just like that one.’ 

Juggs, who had been listening intently to every word, and watching 
their expressions, quickly pulled out a folded up photo from the pocket in 
her jeans and thrust it in their faces. 

‘Do you recognise her?’ she demanded. 

The guys looked at it, passing it around between themselves, most of 
them shaking their heads. 

‘She was wearing dark glasses, sitting in that car,’ I reminded them. 

Then the black guy started nodding. ‘Yes, that’s her.’ 

‘Are you sure?’ Juggs asked him. 

‘Yeah. Positive.’ 

I could see she was holding back the tears and thanked them and took 
her back to the car. Once in her seat, the tears started to flow. I felt sorry 
for her but it had to be done. 

‘That bitch!’ she sobbed. 

‘I know, I know,’ was all I could say, trying to console her. 

I put my arms around her and let her cry some more on my shoulder. 

‘Now what are we going to do?’ she sobbed. 

I thought about going back to the cops with what little evidence we 
had. But it was all circumstantial. The cops weren’t too keen on me, I 
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knew that for a fact, and wanted me out. Besides, I would rather not get 
them involved in something that probably went way beyond them. 

I told Juggs to take me back to the hotel then get the car back as 
quickly as possible. If St. Pierre was to find out she had borrowed it, he 
would figure out why and her life would undoubtedly be in jeopardy as 
well. Also, the cops held him in high regard; they were on his side rather 
than mine, and therefore were more likely to protect him than either me 
or Juggs. I now needed to decide what course of action to take next. I had 
a sneaky suspicion the diamond was still here, somewhere, and possibly 
in St. Pierre’s possession. He seemed to be the main instigator round 
here, the ring leader, and was probably waiting for instructions from 
above what to do with it next. It would be fairly easy to find somebody 
else to ship it, but it would be another matter finding someone who was 
prepared to cut it. There were few experts in the world who knew how to 
cut a diamond down the size of the Alexia without causing any flaws or 
imperfections in the smaller stones. Also, in the process of cleaving, if 
the cut is not precisely on the tetrahedral plane, you end up with too 
many splinters or fragments that are so small they have to be thrown 
away, thus wasting a good deal of valuable material. Perhaps somebody 
like Zweitser would know. I decided to speak to him again as soon as I 
got back to the hotel. 

She dropped me off and arranged to get back to me later. She had 
something to sort out first—she wouldn’t say what—and drove off like 
the hounds of hell were on her tail, the tyres leaving huge tread marks as 
she spun it out of the parking lot. They say a woman scorned is a force to 
be reckoned with, and I would hate to be in Jill’s position right now with 
a woman as angry as Juggs after me, but I never realised what she was 
going to do next, or could really be that stupid. 

Sometimes our emotions get to us; they take over and we are then 
consumed by them. All of our actions are in fact governed by them to 
some degree, two of the most extreme, like love and hate, being readily 
apparent. Juggs was obviously full of the latter. I was hoping, being the 
mature girl that she was, she would be able to control herself. I figured 
wrong. 


84 



12 


HELL HATH NO LURY ... 


Back in my room I wasted no time in getting on the blower to Zweitser. 
He wasn’t answering. I checked my watch; it was only twelve o’clock. 
Perhaps he was out for an early lunch. I couldn’t make my next move— 
whatever it was—until I’d spoken to him, then I could decide what to do 
next. I was up to my neck in it. I really wanted out. These people were 
dangerous and the case was getting more and more complicated each 
day, what with Goldstein’s death, my kidnapping and later incarceration, 
the cops frowning at me all the time as if I had no right to be here, 
treading on all their little toes and making a nuisance of myself. I felt like 
asking Zweitser if I could come home because I had a horrible feeling it 
would be me next. St. Pierre had lost me and he was sure to come and 
find me, knowing exactly where I was staying. I would have to find him 
first, put an end to this little matter and then head back, with or without 
the diamond. I had been shot at before. I didn’t like it. It hurt. My body 
wasn’t made to take bullets; they can be fatal. 

I took another shower, got fresh, had some more smokes whilst I 
waited to ring the old Jew again. I turned on the television looking for a 
distraction whilst I waited, flicking through all the channels. One 
hundred and fifty-five channels of shit to choose from and still couldn’t 
find anything worth watching, until I caught the start of the local news. I 
thought there may be some more info on the Goldstein case. I wasn’t 
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even sure if the police had taken my words seriously about a device 
being the catalyst that caused the explosion, or were they still dismissing 
it as an accident? Just as I was thinking that some news started coming 
through ... 

GOOD AFTERNOON. WE HAVE JUST RECEIVED NEWS THAT 
THERE HAS BEEN A MAJOR ACCIDENT ON HIGHWAY TEN 
INVOLVING AN OIL TANKER. THE WESTBOUND SIDE IS NOW 
CLOSED. DRIVERS ARE INSTRUCTED TO FOLLOW THE 
DIVERSIONS. ANYONE HEADING TO TEXAS SHOULD EXPECT 
DELAYS. POLICE ARE ADVISING PEOPLE TO AVOID THE AREA. 

... WE ARE ALSO HEARING THAT THERE WERE NO OTHER 
VEHICLES INVOLVED. THE TANKER SEEMS TO HAVE 
SKIDDED AND JACKKNIFED AND GONE INTO THE CRASH 
BARRIERS. IT THEN BURST INTO FLAMES. THIS IS THE FIRST 
TIME WE HAVE HAD ANYTHING LIKE THIS HAPPEN IN THIS 
STATE ON ONE OF OUR ROADS, SAID TO BE THE SAFETY IN 
AMERICA. AS YOU CAN SEE THE SCENE IS BUSY. POLICE AND 
PARAMEDICS ARE ALREADY AT THE SCENE. ... POLICE HAVE 
RECOVERED A BODY, THEY SAY. THE DRIVER HAS JUST BEEN 
PRONOUNCED DEAD. THE BODY IS SO BADLY BURNT THEY 
HAVE YET TO IDENTIFY IT FORMALLY. BUT SHE WAS SAID TO 
BE IN HER EARLY TWENTIES ... 

When I heard that, I sat up with a start. ‘Jill!’ I shouted out. It had to 
be. How many female tanker drivers were there in Louisiana? And the 
fact that it was on the main route between here and Texas; it could only 
be her. Then I had a sneaking suspicion; this was no accident. ‘Juggs, 
what have you done?’ 

I switched the thing off, tried ringing Zweitser—still no answer—and 
grabbed my jacket and left. I was going to see Juggs and I knew exactly 
where she would be. 

On my way there I was putting it all together in my head. As soon as 
she dropped me off at the hotel she headed back to St. Pierre’s place to 
return the car. Presumably her trike was also parked there. She got on it 
and headed back up the freeway towards Texas. She had said Jill was 
working today. All Juggs had to do was to go down the same route and 
catch up with her (easy on a fast trike, compared with a slow tanker, with 
a woman so mad she’d ignore the 75 mph speed limit) and somehow 
force the tanker off the road. I didn’t understand how, yet. The trike was 
tiny in comparison with the tanker which was huge. Perhaps Juggs had a 
gun and shot the tyres out after confirming it was Jill’s tanker and she 
was definitely driving. I didn’t know. I had little data to work on; my 
mind was scrambling with all these bits and trying to put them into order, 
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like a jigsaw with half the pieces missing. 

I pulled up at the diner. As I suspected, Juggs’ trike was parked 
outside away from the windows at the front. I parked my car round the 
side. I didn’t want Juggs to see it in case she made a run for it. But if she 
had taken her usual seat in the booth, she would not have a good view of 
the outside anyway. 

I felt the saddle of the trike. It was still warm where her ass had been. 
She must have just got off it. Then started giving the black thing the once 
over, never really examining it properly, not even sure what I was 
looking for. 

There was a small red lever down by the engine which seemed to be 
out of place. Perhaps it was a modification or an addition for something. 
It shouldn’t be there, I concluded. I tried pushing the lever down to see 
what would happen; nothing, probably because there was no power; it 
relied on the machine being on in order to work. But then I noticed the 
two vents on either side of the small bonnet at the front just above each 
wheel. They faced forward and were blocked off with grills. Did they 
serve a real purpose or were they there just for show? Or could they be 
part of the same mechanism? The grills prevented me from seeing inside 
but I noticed a strange anomaly. The one on the right appeared to be 
empty, with nothing behind the grill, and there were two scorch marks 
coming out of it running along the top of the bonnet. The paintwork, 
although not gready affected, had obviously been exposed to some heat, 
and very recently by the looks of it. I then examined the one on the left. 
There were no scorch marks on the bonnet on that side. Also, there 
appeared to be something nestled behind the grill in the vent, two white 
objects. The heads were pointed and looked just like—rockets! Now I 
knew what had happened. 

I stood back to a d mire the trike. It was really quite a machine. No 
wonder she never went anywhere without it. In the hands of an enraged 
woman it was a lethal weapon. 

I then noticed a trucker inside the diner had been watching me. I 
simply smiled at him and made out I was interested in the vehicle, having 
never seen one before, and glided up the steps, then inside to what was 
going to be one hell of a showdown. 

I found Juggs where I guessed she would be. She was hunched over a 
cup of coffee, staring at it, and lost in its depths, totally oblivious to the 
rest of the world. I plumped myself down opposite. Only then did she 
come back up to the surface. She didn’t seem surprised, had obviously 
been crying, again. Her mascara was running down her cheeks. I gave 
her my hanky to wipe them. 

‘How did you know I was going to be here?’ she croaked, barely able 
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to get the words out. 

She gave me my hanky back, now covered in mascara and tears, and I 
simply said: ‘I’m psychic.’ 

She struggled to raise a smile, then went back to her undrunk coffee. 
It had to be cold by now. 

‘Let me get you another one.’ 

She declined my offer and acted as if she would rather not have me 
there at all; she was clearly not in the mood for talking to anyone. 

I ordered a coffee for myself and waited patiently, thinking she may 
say something during the interim, perhaps not a full confession, but at 
least an acknowledgement of guilt. She was being taciturn so I had to 
prompt her. 

‘Look, I understand why you did it?’ 

‘Did what?’ she replied, as if innocent. 

‘Why you ...’ I was just about to say it when the waitress brought my 
coffee over. I thanked her and waited till she was out of earshot, then 
resumed. ‘Why you did it. But it was a stupid thing to do. The police 
may think it was an accident, but these people won’t, and they will be on 
to you. Especially St. Pierre himself. After all, it was his daughter.’ 

‘She killed my father,’ she croaked again, in between sobs. ‘I loved 
him. I loved her. I loved them both. ’ 

‘I know you did, Juggs. I understand. But this could have serious 
repercussions. Your life could be in real danger now.’ 

‘I don’t care. I lost everything I ever cared for. Let them kill me,’ she 
shouted out. 

Some of the other patrons overheard. She stuck out her tongue at 
them like a silly little girl and went back to her sobbing. 

It was no good trying to talk sense to an emotional wreck. I sipped my 
coffee and tried to catch her attention once again. She was avoiding eye 
contact. 

‘What are you going to do now?’ I asked her. 

She just shrugged in that tight blouse of hers. 

‘You need to think about moving, getting out of town quick, start a 
new life somewhere. I’m sure your father was a practical man and would 
have set up a will where you inherit everything. You should be well 
provided for in the future.’ 

‘I don’t care about the money. I don’t care about anything any more.’ 

‘Well, sooner or later you are going to have to. He would have wished 
for you to take over his business.’ 

‘His lawyers can sort all that out. I don’t want anything to do with it.’ 

‘I’m sure they will. What time is the funeral tomorrow?’ 

‘Twelve o’clock. It’s not a funeral. It’s a cremation. He really wanted 
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a funeral. He loved all the pomp and circumstance that went with it, even 
arranged for his favourite song to be played as part of the service. But 
there was so little left of him there’s hardly anything to bury, so no point 
in having a proper funeral. Why don’t you come tomorrow?’ 

‘I might just do that. But I’ve got some business to take care of first.’ 

‘St. Pierre?’ 

I nodded, ft wasn’t just a matter of me getting my own back; it was a 
matter of protecting Juggs as well. If she didn’t leave New Orleans soon, 
St. Pierre might put something into operation that would seal her fate. 
And right now, looking at the poor girl, 1 didn’t want anything to happen 
to her, if 1 could help it. 

‘Anyway, drink up,’ I told her. ‘We’ve got to go. We can’t hang 
around here all day. ’ 

‘Where we going?’ 

‘I’m not sure yet. But come on, let’s go.’ 

I paid the bill and watched her stagger out of the door. It was a far 
different picture from when I first saw her, full of confidence and self¬ 
belief, a dyke you wouldn’t want to mess with. 

She waited for me outside on her trike. Soon as she saw me coming 
down the steps, she got the engine started and gave it a bit of throtde. 

‘One last thing,’ I said quietly on purpose. 

‘What?’ she shouted, and stopped revving the engine so she could 
hear me. 

I went right up to her and said one word: ‘This.’ 

I reached down between her legs and flicked the red lever. A small 
control panel popped up with a screen and a couple of buttons just 
beneath the speedometer. The grills on the vents in front scrolled down 
and out projected two unspent rockets on the left hand side, the other side 
being empty. 

I simply smiled at her. She smiled back and flicked the lever back. 
The control panel disappeared, as did the rockets. 

‘That could come in very handy one day,’ I joked with her. 

‘It might,’ she joked back. ‘Who knows, I might even use it on you.’ 
She laughed. So did I. ‘Anyway, where we going?’ she asked, intrigued. 

‘What day is it?’ I asked in all honesty. The past few days had gone 
by so quickly, I had no idea. 

‘It’s Thursday. Why?’ 

‘Where can we find St. Pierre on a Thursday?’ 

‘At this time of the day he’s normally on his boat. He’s got one down 
by the river. ’ 

‘Where?’ 

‘I’ll show you.’ 
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Juggs was way ahead in front of me. I was having a hard time keeping up 
with her. I may be in a faster car but her trike could go round corners far 
better than me. We seemed to be going cross country, up and own hills, 
round bends and 1 hadn’t a clue where we were except it was towards 
one of the bayous. Then 1 saw signs for Highway 11, and then Slidell, 
and the Griffin Boatyard. She pulled up in its parking lot and motioned 
for me to come up along side her and park my car in the empty space, ft 
belonged to her father, apparently. 

1 did as instructed and grabbed my jacket, making sure the car was 
locked and safe, with no idea how long we were going to be. 1 thought 
Juggs was going to get off her trike and leave it where it was. But she 
didn’t. She simply patted the seat behind her and invited me to get on. 

This should be fun, I thought. 

‘Hold on tight,’ she suggested. 

My hands came round her tiny waist just under her breasts. 

‘Don’t even think about it,’ she joked, as if reading my mind. 

1 clung on to her hips instead. She pulled off at a gentle pace and 
started heading along the quay. 

‘Where are we going?’ I shouted above the engine. 

‘To his boat. Normally it’s moored down at the end. If it’s not there, 
then he must be out on the water somewhere.’ 

‘Any idea where?’ 
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‘He normally goes to the Irish bayou. There’s some great fishing over 
there.’ 

She pulled up at the end of the quay. It was empty. She pointed out 
where his boat was usually moored then shook her head. 

‘Now what?’ I asked. 

‘This way.’ 

She spun the trike round. I tried desperately to hold on. She took us 
further up the quay, then stopped in front of a boat. It looked like a 
speedboat, but much bigger, with twin engines at the back on either side, 
leaving a wide gap between them. 

‘What are we doing here?’ 

‘That’s my dad’s boat. Come on, get off.’ 

I got off her trike and watched as she swung her leg over to the side 
and jumped off. I then patted her saddle and said, ‘Lucky saddle.’ 

She smiled; about the first time I had seen her do that all day. Now 
filled with a mission, her heart was no longer down, but filled with 
burning. I just hoped she wasn’t going to do anything stupid again. 

‘Come on, help.’ 

She gestured for me to bring the trike round so it was backed up to the 
boat. She pressed a lever down by the quay next to it. I could hear a 
mechanical sound like a motor whirring away and watched fascinated as 
a steel ramp came up and locked into place. We manoeuvred the trike 
backwards over the ramp and on to a secure section in the middle of the 
boat’s floor. She clamped the back and front wheels into place, then 
gestured for me to press the lever again to retract the ramp back into the 
quayside. 

‘Ready?’ she asked, as she untied the boat. 

I nodded. 

She got the engine started and we were off, heading towards some 
bayou. I wasn’t sure if this was such a good idea or not and there was no 
certainty of St. Pierre being around. Would he honesdy go fishing after 
what happened this morning? But as Juggs had now perked up, I was 
glad she was with me and proving more than resourceful. I always 
worked alone; this time I was glad to have company. 

In a few minutes we came to the bayou. It was empty. Not a boat in 
sight. 

‘Well, he’s normally here,’ she assured me. 

‘Let’s scout around. He may have gone somewhere up that way,’ I 
said, indicating an outlet on the other side. 

She pulled back the control lever and we were off again on a wild 
goose chase. I didn’t know what we were going to do with St. Pierre if 
we found him, but it would certainly involve some form of retribution. 
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My head hurt, my guts felt all mangled up inside, and I’m pretty sure that 
leather lout had cracked one of my ribs. It would be payback to some 
degree, a nice bit of torture, then get him to hand over the diamond and 
head home. If only things were that simple in real life. 

We came to the end of another bayou. Again, no sign of him or his 
boat. I was beginning to think this was a complete waste of time. 

‘Are you sure his boat was out?’ I asked her, needing reassurance. 

‘Positive. He pays big money to keep it there as it’s the most 
privileged spot on the quay. If it’s not there, then he has to be out here 
somewhere. ’ 

That didn’t sound reassuring at all. ‘But he could be anywhere. We 
could be running around for hours. By then it will be dark. There must be 
somewhere else he goes. What about some rendezvous point. Perhaps he 
meets up with other members of this organisation in a bar or club.’ 

‘There’s one down by the Baldwin Estate, a new restaurant right by 
the river.’ 

‘Let’s try there then.’ 

She spun the boat round and pulled the control lever right back. I had 
to fairly hang on as the boat started skipping across the surface of the 
water. Only the weight of the trike seemed to be holding it down. With 
the wind in her hair, her hands gripping the wheel, her breasts partially 
exposed as the wind ripped at her blouse, she was a magnificent sight. I 
could not help but smile. She picked up on this and smiled back. 

Soon she was cutting the engine, letting the boat drift midstream. 

‘There it is,’ she pointed to a white building alongside the river bank. 

‘OK. Hang fire here.’ 

There were people milling around outside on the terrace, some diners 
sitting round tables, and others propped up at the long bar. 

‘Don’t get any closer or they may see us,’ I warned her. ‘Let’s drop 
anchor here.’ 

She tipped the anchor over the side and stood there facing me with 
hands on hips. 

‘Now what?’ she asked, as if I had all the answers. I didn’t. I was 
making this up as I went along. 

‘I’m not sure. I can’t see him. Can you?’ She shook her head. ‘I wish 
I had my binoculars with me. ’ 

‘There’s a pair in the glove box.’ 

I got them out and looked at her suspiciously. 

‘My dad used to use them for bird-watching,’ she told me. 

‘I’m sure he did.’ 

I focused on a group of men sitting round a table. Two had their backs 
to me, but one was definitely bald. If I could get him to turn round I 
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could confirm it was St. Pierre. Whatever was happening it seemed to be 
some kind of meeting, but very heated. One guy was banging his fist 
down hard on the table. The others were nodding in agreement. 

‘Can you see him?’ she asked, bending down towards me. 1 looked 
over my shoulder. All I could see was her cleavage. ‘You won’t find him 
down there,’ she joked. 

1 passed her the binoculars. ‘I think so. Take a look at the two men at 
the middle table with their backs to us.’ 

She had a good look, then started nodding and handed them back to 
me. ‘That’s him all right. I’d recognise the shape of his head anywhere.’ 

‘Any idea who the other men are?’ 

She shook her head. ‘No. Probably just business partners. Why? Is it 
important?’ 

‘It could be. They’re having a meeting about something. I’m tempted 
to go over there, but I would be recognised. So would you. Let me have 
another look. ’ 

I brought the binoculars up again and tried to focus better on the men 
to either side of St. Pierre. The one also with his back to us was taller and 
possibly older. He was wearing a white jacket, possibly white matching 
trousers. I couldn’t see them. He may be our man in white. The others 
were also wearing white, but just their shirts and ties were visible. So I 
guessed it was the man next to St. Pierre who was the suspect. I wasn’t 
interested in him at the moment, only the bastard who was responsible 
for having me whacked this morning. Unfortunately, just one of them 
had a face that was visible at this angle, yet mostly in profile. He kept 
turning his face to talk to the man opposite St. Pierre who I couldn’t see 
at all. I tried getting his mouth into better focus so I could read his lips. 
He was saying something which I then whispered back to myself, but it 
didn’t make any sense. 

‘What are you doing?’ Juggs was asking me, as if I was talking to 
myself. 

‘Trying to read his lips.’ 

‘Which one?’ 

‘There’s only one with his mouth clearly visible, unfortunately, but I 
think he might be German.’ 

‘What makes you say that?’ 

‘Because he keeps saying “ze fire,” like “We must concentrate on ze 
fire,” “Ze fire is important,” and “We cannot jeopardise the project 
(something) ze fire.” Does that mean anything to you?’ 

‘Well, I guess if a project is on fire it’s important you put it out 
otherwise you’ll jeopardise it.’ 

I looked at Juggs as if she was stupid. 
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‘Do you know what I’m going to do with you one day, Juggs?’ 

‘What?’ 

‘I’m going to put you over my knee and give you a good spanking.’ 

‘Oh yeah? And I’ll shove a rocket up your ass,’ she quipped, pointing 
at her trike weapons. 

‘Charming!’ 

‘Well, what do you expect me to say? I don’t know what they’re 
talking about. ’ 

‘Neither do I,’ I had to admit. 

‘What do you propose we do then?’ 

‘We wait.’ 

‘Until when?’ 

‘Until he decides to leave. Keep your head down and make sure he 
can’t see you. Now, where’s his boat?’ 

I scanned along the riverside with the binoculars. 

‘It’s over there,’ she said, indicating further down a small pier with 
four boats moored to it. ‘It’s the big white one, the speedboat with the 
blue stripe down the side.’ 

I panned over with my binoculars. We were in a good position. The 
restaurant was about twenty feet or so from the pier. It stood out like a 
small jetty with St. Pierre’s boat right at the end. It meant he would have 
to leave the restaurant, walk along the pier to his boat, and get on board. 
Then what were we going to do? We needed to get him alone. 

‘All we can do is wait for him to finish,’ I told the girl. ‘Then when 
he leaves on his boat we’ll follow him. Which way is the boat facing?’ 

‘Towards the East. That way leads into another bayou.’ 

‘What’s beyond that?’ 

‘Crawdad Bridge, that’s about it. Why?’ 

‘Because we need to isolate him. Which is the quickest way back to 
the boatyard?’ 

‘Probably the way we came. We went round in a big circle, but if he 
was in a hurry he would take a shortcut through the bayou back there,’ 
she indicated over to the left. 

‘And what’s down there?’ 

‘Nothing. Just water, trees, that’s all.’ 

‘Right. If he comes back towards us, we’ll force him to go down that 
way, into that bayou and into a cove, and hopefully trap him. How fast 
does his boat go?’ 

‘It’s fast, believe me. I’ve been on it a couple of times.’ 

‘Faster than this boat?’ 

‘Much faster.’ 

‘Then he’ll have the advantage.’ 
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‘Except you’re forgetting one thing.’ 

‘What’s that?’ 

‘I can drive much better than him. And I’ve got a Causeway Licence 
to prove it.’ 

‘Good girl,’ I gushed. Juggs seemed to be full of surprises. ‘And I’m 
sure you can handle this boat. ’ 

‘Oh honey, I can handle anything.’ 

I smiled at her confidence. This was my old Juggs; she was back with 
a vengeance. 

‘Now why don’t you come over here?’ I suggested, patting the empty 
space next to me. 

She read my mind. ‘You haven’t converted me yet, you know.’ 

‘I know.’ 

She sat next to me. I gave her a big cuddle and was about to give her 
a full kiss on the lips when she backed off and got up. 

‘Now what are you doing?’ I asked her. 

She bent over, opened one of the doors next to the steering wheel and 
pulled out some fishing tackle (a rod and a net) and passed them to me. 

‘And what am I supposed to do with this?’ I asked, rhetorically. 

‘Hang it over the side. Then it will look like we’re just an everyday 
couple fishing.’ 

‘With a trike onboard?’ 

‘They won’t notice that if I cover it up.’ 

She got out a sheet of white tarpaulin and draped it over the machine. 

‘Now throw a line over the side,’ she ordered. 

‘Only if you come and sit down next to me.’ 

‘I can hardly avoid you, can I?’ 

But she did sit down beside me and got all comfy. I threw a line over 
the side and pretended to fish. I could feel her hot breath against the side 
of my neck. She snuggled up next to me, her breasts firmly up against 
my arm. They were making me hard. She noticed. 

‘Don’t tell me. Next you want me to get rid of that hard-on of yours, 
like last night. ’ 

I laughed and kissed her full on the lips. She reciprocated, her tongue 
darting in and out of my mouth. It was a full on kiss, no holding back, as 
if she was trying to gobble me up, so passionate it practically hurt my 
lips. And yes, I wanted to rip her jeans off, tear her little panties aside, 
and plunge my manhood deep into her again, repeatedly, until we both 
came in ecstasy, but she cooled off, going quiet on me. 

‘What’s the matter?’ I asked her. 

‘Nothing. It’s just that I’m still not converted. And I get the feeling 
you’re trying to take advantage of me.’ 
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‘As if I would do a thing like that,’ I responded with glee. 

‘Yes. You bloody well would.’ 

The bitch didn’t trust me. I backed off as well. Perhaps it was for the 
best. But given time she would come over to my way of thinking. 1 was 
sure of it. 

She settled back down by my side, encouraging me to give her a 
cuddle instead. I gave her a quick peck on her forehead and sat back in 
my seat, one eye on the fishing rod which had no bait, and my other eye 
on the big fish over there that 1 was determined to catch. 

‘Don’t you hate all this waiting?’ she asked. 

‘ft comes with the territory,’ 1 told her. 

‘How long have you been a private eye?’ 

‘Too long. But it beats working nine to five, any day.’ 

‘I don’t know how you can stand it. Don’t you ever want to get setded 
down with a proper job?’ 

‘Not particularly. OK, I’ve got an apartment back at New York, all 
paid for, but the thing is I’m never there. And in a job like this it’s very 
hard to sustain relationships. It kills them because you’re always walking 
out the door, just as things start to get serious. You could get a call at any 
time of the day. People expect an immediate response. Some t imes you 
don’t even have time to say goodbye to your partner. And you never 
know when you’ll see them again. I’ve got contacts all over the place 
who keep me busy. One week I could be in LA, the next in Plainfield, 
Wisconsin. But it keeps me on the edge, where I’ve gotta be. There’s no 
time for complacency either. In my job, you always have to be one step 
ahead of the game, like in chess, always figuring your opponent’s next 
move and trying to counteract it, block him off, forcing him to take a 
detour down a road you’ve pre-selected.’ 

‘But killing people, that’s what you do, isn’t it?’ 

‘Only sometimes,’ I responded, looking at this creature next to me 
who was hardly innocent of that crime herself. ‘Just like you.’ 

She looked at me deeply. ‘It was a one-off. Anyway, she deserved it.’ 

‘Good. But don’t make a habit of it, will you?’ 

I was about to say something else when I noticed our party were 
starting to move. I told Juggs to keep quiet and get her head down out of 
sight. Yes, I could see him clearly now, in profile. It was St. Pierre all 
right, walking with some suits back to the pier. I got out the binoculars, 
took a closer look, praying they were going to split up and go their 
separate ways. I had half a mind to get my Preston out and shoot the 
fucker whilst he was on the pier, and watch him tumble into the water. 
But that was too good for him and not what I had in mind at all. Luckily 
they were separating. St. Pierre got into his boat alone. The others stood 
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and watched him move off. He gave a quick salute to his retinue and put 
the boat into full throttle, coming right up beside us. Even though we 
were out of sight, he panicked when he realised who it was. He must 
have recognised the boat. 

‘Shit!’ 1 exclaimed. We weighed anchor. 1 told Juggs to get behind 
the wheel, motioning her to turn the boat round fast. We were soon on 
his trail, following in his wake, his hard, inscrutable eyes every so often 
peering over his shoulder at us, then back to the river ahead. 

St. Pierre wasn’t hanging about. He knew we were after him. I got 
Juggs to go faster, yelling at her to keep up with him. We lost him round 
a corner, but only for a second or two, then down a straight doing over 
sixty, and about ten yards behind him. 1 got my Preston out, tried to aim 
at the man’s motor, but every time I was about to take a shot our boat hit 
a wave from his boat and we were up in the air then back down again. I 
waited till we had another clear straight line, steadied myself and took 
aim. 1 squeezed the trigger. A bolt flashed by him, missing his boat by 
inches. He must have felt it and quickly checked to see how close we 
were. Another bend and we were kicking up water metres into the air. ft 
came splashing down into our faces. But Juggs remained firm, gritting 
her teeth. She gave it some more gas as we hit another straight. I took 
aim again. So did St. Pierre with a gun he pulled out from his belt. His let 
off a shot, ft went wide. Juggs was shocked but undeterred. In fact, it 
only made her more determined to keep up with our protagonist. I fired 
again. A bolt hit the side of his boat, a blue spark turning into a ball of 
flame as it hit wood, sending up a stream of smoke. St. Pierre panicked. 
He could see we meant business. He steered his highly-powered machine 
across a short divide and into another bayou. Juggs followed suit sending 
our boat soaring into the air and plunging back down with a big splash; 
we were soaked again. Her blouse was dripping wet, clinging to her skin, 
her large breasts, although encased in a bra, their size were now even 
more emphasised. But she didn’t give a shit now. She simply shook her 
head to get her wet hair out of her face and soldiered on. I brushed 
myself dry as best I could, wiping my face with my hanky. This was no 
time to think about appearances. 

I gestured for her to speed up again. We were hot on his tail but he 
was still speeding ahead of us. Yet she was right; Juggs was a far better 
driver than St. Pierre; she knew how to control the craft and could steer it 
more ably than him as if she and her boat were one. This gave us the 
advantage. She cordoned him off in a small bayou, obviously having 
taken a wrong turn. St. Pierre was flummoxed; he couldn’t work out 
what to do next. There were no other exits apart from where we were. To 
get out he would have to double back and that meant coming our way. 
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We could see he was now really agitated, the realisation that he was up 
against a greater opponent finally hitting home. Juggs howled with 
laughter as she too saw the idiot was now trapped with no possibility of 
escape. She was feeding off his fear. I could not but help a d mire the girl. 
She was in control of the situation and this is how she liked to be all the 
time; in charge. St. Pierre had no choice; all he could do was turn his 
boat round and face us. 

I gestured for Juggs to slow down, then grind to a halt. We stayed our 
position, face to face with this charming man who was also a complete 
scoundrel. And as I looked into his eyes I then realised how much I 
absolutely detested the man. He needed to be deprived of his power and 
kicked in the balls. He would be down on the floor, wincing, a big 
nothing. Killing him would be no worse than getting rid of a diseased 
limb; an amputation was all that was required to heal this community. 

He just looked at us as if we were an inconvenience, then suddenly 
pulled his control lever all the way back and was heading straight 
towards us. I gave Juggs the go-ahead to send us crashing forwards into 
him, telling her to aim for his boat. She howled with laughter again; there 
was not a shred of fear in her, being high on that exquisite intoxication 
which comes when one is pumped up with adrenalin. 

We were now heading towards him in a straight line. It was the old 
chicken game; but Juggs was no chicken. I could tell it in her eyes. She 
was determined to crash into him even if it meant bringing about her own 
destruction; she was being driven by hate. Knowing there was going to 
be one almighty impact, I put my Preston away and held on to the railing 
above the windscreen tightly with both hands, seeing his craft come 
closer and closer, and got ready to be catapulted over the side from a 
head-on collision. I even closed my eyes in anticipation, but the bastard 
swerved at the very last minute, sending his boat crashing into an 
embankment and ended up being wedged between two small trees. He 
must have lunged forward due to the impact and hit his sternum against 
the steering wheel because he was coughing his guts up and rubbing his 
chest. He took a few seconds to assess the damage. I got Juggs to turn the 
boat back round and head towards him again. By the time we got up 
close he was already manoeuvring his boat off the bank with an oar and 
was soon back in the water. He was just about to pull away when I had 
an idea. 

‘Quick,’ I said to Juggs. ‘The key for your trike.’ 

She threw me the key. I caught it and quickly whipped the cover off 
her machine. I got her to whiz the boat round so the stern was facing him 
and climbed on to her trike and kicked it into action. I pressed the red 
lever; up popped the control panel and out came the rockets. The stern 
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was exactly in line with the bow of his boat but he had no idea what was 
coming next. He was possibly thinking we were going to reverse into 
him and send him back up the embankment. I could tell by his expression 
he was intrigued. Or did he think I was going to dive-bomb the trike onto 
his boat? He could only stop and watch. The control panel was simple. 
All I had to do was wait for the cross-hairs on the screen to line up with 
the target, then hit the red button. St. Pierre must have realised at the last 
minute what I intended to do for he was about to jump overboard. Too 
late! I hit the button. There was a tremendous flash and in an instant his 
boat was blown out of the water. The blast caught him from behind, 
propelling him up. Juggs and I just watched motionless as his body went 
flying through the air like a seal pup that had been flipped up by the tail 
of a killer whale. It plonked straight down into the water between us and 
what was left of his boat. Was he still alive? I didn’t give a shit. 



I gestured for Juggs to reverse back until we came up against his 
floating body. He was floundering in the water, barely breathing, but still 
conscious. I reached over and hauled him up and got him into the boat 
and gave him a good kicking in the groin. He winced in pain and lost 
consciousness, but was still relatively intact, unharmed by the blast. 

‘Where to now?’ Juggs asked. 

‘Back to the boatyard. I haven’t finished with him yet.’ 

I asked her to go for a casual drive and take it easy as we headed back 
through the bayous the same way we came. I didn’t want to get back 
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whilst it was still fairly light. There would be boaters hanging around, 
witnesses we couldn’t afford to have. She put the boat into cruise control. 
As we meandered back I started wrapping St. Pierre in the sheet of 
tarpaulin. Juggs handed me some duct tape to finish off the job. 

By the time we got back to the boatyard it was early evening, just 
getting dark, nice and quiet. Juggs pulled up at her space on the quayside. 
1 tied up the boat and helped her get the ramp up. We got the trike off 
easily, but had difficulty with St. Pierre. He was a big man and, wrapped 
up in tarpaulin, he was somewhat cumbersome to carry, but we managed 
it in the end and dumped him on the ground. 1 told her to wait whilst I 
fetched the car. 1 trusted Juggs wouldn’t do anything stupid whilst I was 
gone. She didn’t. I came back to find her now standing next to his body, 
one foot firmly lodged on his chest, hands on hips like she was a prize 
fighter and had just won a contest. 1 smiled at her. She smiled back and 
helped me get his body into the passenger seat of my car. 1 closed the 
door and spun round to face her. 

‘Now what?’ she asked. 

‘Now you go home.’ 

‘What? After all that we’ve been through?’ 

‘Yes. This is men’s business. You’ve done enough damage for one 
day. So go home.’ 

‘What you gonna do with him now?’ 

‘I’m not sure,’ I told her. I wasn’t. I hadn’t a clue what to do with him 
now that I had him in my possession. My mind was swirling round with 
loads of ideas like kicking him to death, or just throwing him down a 
cliff and watching his pathetic body crumble into tiny pieces. The best 
thing would be to get him away from here, find somewhere isolated 
where we wouldn’t be disturbed. 

‘I need somewhere off the beaten tracks,’ I told her. ‘An isolated 
place like a cabin out in the sticks. Can you think of anywhere?’ 

‘There’s a portacabin at the Medway where we do some shooting.’ 

‘Where’s that?’ 

‘I can show you.’ 

‘No, seriously. Just tell me and go home.’ 

She started sulking on me as if I was depriving her of her fun. I had to 
remind her that this was an organisation we shouldn’t be messing with. It 
was out of her league and out of mine. She instructed me to get on to the 
59, head about 10 miles north, keep going until I came to an exit marked 
‘Medway,’ then follow that until it turned into a dirt track which wound 
up into some hills. At the end of the track I would reach a plateau where 
the ground flattened out. In the middle stood a solitary cabin, which was 
disused but isolated, next to a rifle range. It sounded perfect. 
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I eventually found it and backed up to its door on the side. The door 
was padlocked. That presented no problem. I used my Preston to give it a 
quick blast and the lock was soon hanging loose. I got the door open, 
found an oil lamp and lit it up. Inside it was small and empty except for a 
table, a chair, an old gas stove, and some empty rounds of ammunition. 

I could hear St. Pierre moaning when I came back outside. He was 
conscious, gasping for air, but not physically damaged, only being 
caught by the aftermath of the blast, and possibly still in shock. 

I ripped the sheet open so the poor fucker could get some air into his 
burnt out lungs. He looked a mess, far different from the immaculate, 
debonair image of his portrait. I ripped away the sheet round by his feet 
and cut some of the duct tape so at least he could walk. It would save me 
having to drag him into the cabin. I guided him in and made him sit 
down on the wooden chair in the centre of the room. Unlike the one I 
was forced to sit in, this chair was not bolted to the floor. So as a 
precaution, I rebound his feet to the legs of the chair, making sure the 
only thing that was free was his head. 

He moaned, his eyes raging, as if to say, ‘How dare you do this to 
me? Do you know who I am?’ 

I ripped the duct tape away from his mouth, half expecting to hear 
those very words, then sat on the table opposite, and casually lit up, 
demonstrating I was in no hurry and we had all night together. 

‘Capri. What the devil do you think you’re doing?’ he shouted out, 
indignant. 

‘Turning the tables,’ I responded coolly. ‘Now, I don’t have a leather 
thug with me who likes going round swinging punches, but I do have 
something else, something far worse. This,’ I said as I pulled out my 
Preston and waved it in his face. ‘Do you know what it is?’ I asked him. 

‘I’ve heard about it,’ he responded, resigning to the fact I now had the 
upper hand. 
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‘It’s called a Preston after the man who invented it,’ I continued, ‘and 
is one of the most powerful handguns in the world. It doesn’t fire bullets. 
It fires electric bolts. At full blast it can tear a man’s head clean off at 
thirty feet. Do you see this dial?’ I indicated the dial under the butt. ‘It 
controls the power and goes from 0 to 99. Now if I turn it down to 0 and 
fire you won’t feel a thing, well hardly anything.’ 

I pointed it at his leg and squeezed the trigger. The guy didn’t move. 

‘But if I turn it up a notch, say between 1 and 2 you will feel 
something like a small electric shock. ’ 

I squeezed the trigger again. This time he winced. 

‘And if I turn it up a bit more, say 5, it will be a tad more painful.’ 

I did the same again. This time he practically jolted in his seat. 

‘Stop it, Capri. I get the point.’ 

‘Do you?’ I asked, seriously. ‘Let’s see. What about if I was to turn it 
up a but more, say to 10?’ 

Again I fired it at his leg. He yelled out in agony. 

‘Jesus Christ! Stop it. You have no idea who you’re dealing with.’ 

‘I think I do. Now, how about a further demonstration. Do you reckon 
you could handle 20?’ 

I was about to turn the dial up some more when he started protesting, 
shaking his head from side to side, pleading for me to stop, then finally 
asked me what I wanted. 

‘You know what I want. I want the diamond.’ 

‘What diamond?’ 

I blasted him in the leg again. He fairly buckled in two and nearly fell 
off the chair, almost biting his tongue off. 

‘All right, all right. I’ve got the Alexia.’ 

‘Did you steal it?’ 

‘No. I’m just looking after it.’ 

‘But why that diamond in particular?’ 

‘It’s political, Capri. You wouldn’t understand.’ 

Not satisfied with that, I prompted him with my gun. 

‘It belongs to the Abulaffia family in the Middle East, one of the 
richest and most powerful families in the whole world. They own over 
half of the oil fields in Saudi Arabia. The diamond is a symbol of their 
royalty, like you Brits with your Crown Jewels. We heard a long time 
ago it was going to be put on show in New York and thought we could 
use it to our advantage. When it was confirmed last month that the 
exhibition was going ahead, we seized the opportunity to get it in our 
hands. We were using it as a bartering chip with the Saudis, threatening 
to cut it up if they didn’t back down. You see, Capri, King Abulaffia is 
seriously ill, practically on his death bed. But his son, the Crown Prince, 
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was declaring he was going to drop his oil prices when he became king. 
If he was to do that, it would mean all our prices would have to drop as 
well to fall in line with theirs, costing us billions of dollars.’ 

‘I thought OPEC set oil prices?’ 

‘You fool. Who do you think runs OPEC? We do, the Mass Debaters. 
We control all the prices, not only oil, but also gas, electricity, food, 
clothing, everything. We even control the stock markets.’ 

‘Yes, that’s what Zweitser said,’ I nonchalantly commented. 

‘Zweitser? Carl Zweitser in New York?’ I nodded. ‘That idiot! You 
mean to tell me you’re working for him?’ I nodded again. ‘You fool, 
Capri. He’s one of us. He’s the one who wants to give it back to them. 
Don’t you see? He’s using you against us to thwart our plans.’ 

‘I don’t care. My task is to recover the diamond.’ 

‘How? By killing us all?’ 

‘How I go about it is my business. That’s all I’m interested in. Now, 
where is it?’ 

‘Wait, Capri. This isn’t all about money, it’s about our livelihoods. It 
could have serious consequences on global markets, on the economy of 
the whole world, and send prices crashing.’ 

‘I don’t care. As long as I get paid.’ 

‘You’d do anything for money.’ 

‘Hey, I admit it. I’m prostitute, just like anybody else who has to 
work, and needs to earn a living.’ 

‘I will double what Zweitser is paying you.’ 

‘No deal.’ 

‘I’ll treble it then.’ 

‘No can do. I gave him my word and my word is my bond. Now, 
where’s the diamond? I shan’t ask you politely next time.’ 

The man went silent, intractable. I raised my gun. This time a little 
higher up between his legs. His eyes opened wide. He started shaking his 
head, blurting out, ‘No, no, no. I’ll tell you. It’s in my safe.’ 

‘Where’s your safe?’ 

‘It’s behind my portrait.’ 

‘The one in your bedroom?’ 

He looked at me as if to say, ‘How do you know?’ then nodded. 

‘And what’s the combination?’ 

He went silent again. I let off a blast, this time right between his feet. 
The bolt hit the wooden floor, sending splinters into the air. 

Frightened, practically shitting himself, he soon started giving me the 
combination. I wrote it down on a scrap of paper and repeated it aloud to 
him to make sure I had it right. 

‘This information you’ve given me had better be correct,’ I told him, 
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‘otherwise I’ll be back, and in a far worse mood than I am right now. I 
don’t like people like you. And your type don’t frighten me.’ 

‘God, Capri, you’re naive. You think you’re so tough, but you don’t 
know what you’re up against. Do you really think you’re going to walk 
out of here, give that fucking diamond back to Zweitser and all this will 
be forgotten about, that it will all blow over? You’re an even bigger fool 
than I thought you were.’ 

‘We’ll see. All I know is I’ve got a job to do. And I’ve never failed on 
a mission yet. You see, I don’t give a fuck about what happens after the 
diamond is back in their possession. I’ve got a nice slice of a reward 
coming to me. I’m guaranteed a better reputation than I had previously as 
well, and that’s all that matters to me.’ 

St. Pierre shook his head in disbelief. I stubbed out my cigarette on 
the floor before him, stamping on it with a vengeance, and purposely trod 
it in to all the grime as an indication of what I would do with him—if his 
information should prove incorrect. 

I was about to leave when he moaned, ‘Don’t leave me here, Capri. 
You can’t leave me here.’ 

I just looked at him, the pathetic man he was now, and said, ‘This is 
how you left me this morning.’ 

As I was walking out I could hear him shouting my name, pleading 
with me, but his words were falling on deaf ears. 
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The road was practically empty. I was pleased as it was a good thirty odd 
miles back to town and I had wasted enough time as it was. The last 
thing I needed right now was any hold-ups or delays. It was also getting 
dark. The stars were coming out and there was only a light breeze in the 
air. It was perfect, like everything that had happened today was now 
being resolved; a natural denouement. 

When I hit town twenty minutes later I started driving around. I was 
looking for a hardware shop that was still open. I needed some tools to 
break into St. Pierre’s place. It was no good going over there in my astral 
as I could not touch anything physically. I had to be there in person, and 
I had no intention of knocking on the door and saying, ‘Excuse me. Can I 
help myself to your safe?’ I was going to have to enter surreptitiously, 
retrieve the diamond, and leave, hopefully without anyone even knowing 
I had been there. The only way was through a window at the top, not his 
bedroom window which was at the front where I might be seen, but 
preferably one on the side. What little tools I brought with me in my 
toolkit were no good either. Except one. 

I came to a hardware store with its lights on and parked up outside. A 
quick rifle through the shelves and I found what I wanted; 20 metres of 
rope, a big clamping hook, a leather workman’s belt and a torch. 

I headed back to the hotel, had another quick shower, got changed 
into some clean clothes (a roll neck sweater and tight slacks), all in 
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black. I checked myself in the mirror (I looked like I was about to do a 
commercial for a box of chocolates), then strapped on my holster. I had a 
quick smoke and contemplated. Who would be at St. Pierre’s place, I 
wondered. I turned on the television, switched to the news channel. 

GOOD EVENING. ON TONIGHT’S BULLETIN WE BRING SOME 
WORRYING NEWS. AN ITEM HAS JUST BEEN PASSED TO US 
REGARDING THE NOTED PHILANTHROPIST CLAUDE ST. 
PIERRE. HE IS REPORTEDLY MISSING. HE NEVER RETURNED 
FROM A FISHING TRIP THIS AFTERNOON AND HIS BOAT HAS 
JUST BEEN RECOVERED FROM ONE OF THE BAYOUS HE WAS 
KNOWN TO FREQUENT. THE POLICE ARE VERY CONCERNED 
AS HIS BOAT, LE DUCHESSE, WAS SIGNIFICANTLY DAMAGED 
IN WHAT APPEARS TO BE A DELIBERATE ACT OF SABOTAGE. 

AS YOU WILL RECALL FROM EARLIER, WE BROUGHT YOU 
NEWS THAT HIS DAUGHTER, MISS JILL ST. PIERRE, WAS 
IDENTIFIED AS THE VICTIM OF ANOTHER ACCIDENT TODAY 
INVOLVING AN OIL TANKER ON HIGHWAY 10. THE ACCIDENT 
HAPPENED AT APPROXIMATELY 11.30 THIS MORNING. WE 
ARE UNSURE IF THIS NEWS REACHED MR ST. PIERRE BEFORE 
HE WENT MISSING. POLICE ARE SPECULATING A POSSIBLE 
LINK THOUGH, AND BELIEVE MR ST. PIERRE MAY HAVE 
TAKEN HIS OWN LIFE. HIS WIFE HAS BEEN INFORMED AND 
POLICE ARE STILL KEEPING AN OPEN MIND AND REFUSE TO 
RULE ANYTHING OUT UNTIL MR ST. PIERRE IS FOUND, DEAD 
OR ALIVE. WE WILL BRING YOU MORE NEWS WHEN WE HAVE 
IT. STAY TUNED. 

I turned it off. This was perfect timing. The only people left in the 
house was the wife, some servants, possibly one or two anxious friends. 
His wife, along with the rest of them, would be glued to the television. 
That would act as a distraction and keep them quiet downstairs whilst I 
worked upstairs. 

I grabbed my jacket (also black), made sure I had the note with the 
combination, and left with my bag of tools. 

In less than twenty minutes I was at the bottom of his drive. I could 
see his house clearly. In front of the main door was a cop car. They were 
probably keeping the wife informed of any developments, and would no 
doubt have laid on a liaison officer who probably specialised in some 
form of counselling. 

I parked the car in a lay-by and got out. I took my jacket off and left it 
in the car, grabbing the note and my tool bag, then stalked my way up the 
long drive under the cover of darkness. 

St. Pierre’s bedroom was the master bedroom right in the front of the 
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house, its windows overlooking the drive. I stopped to check it. There 
didn’t appear to be anyone in it from where I was standing, the curtains 
hadn’t been drawn, and there was no light on. I presumed it was empty. 

I scouted around till I found a suitable window on the side; a small 
one on what I believed was the landing. 

I got out the belt, strapped it round my waist, tied the rope to the 
hook, the other end of the rope tied to my belt, swung the hook up. It 
snagged on a ledge above the window. I attached my bag to one of the 
clamp-hooks on my belt and yanked myself up slowly, silently, using my 
feet to walk up the side of the wall until I hit the window. I checked it. 
The thing was locked. Luckily the lock was old-fashioned, in keeping 
with the rest of the house. I dipped into my toolkit and pulled out my 
flexi-rod (it looked like a wire coat-hanger but slightly thicker in 
diameter, and although much stronger it was flexible enough to bend it to 
any shape required) and put a kink in it at the right place, and inserted it 
in the gap between the stile and the mullion. Once it was all the way in, it 
was just a matter of sliding the rod up until it hit the locking handle 
inside which was in the locked position, then forcing it up to release it 
from the sash lock. I prayed the alarm wasn’t on. There were people 
milling around the house, including cops, so there was no reason why the 
alarm would be set, especially this early at night. I hit the handle, twisted 
the rod up and the window popped open a fraction. I waited, fearing an 
alarm might go off. Nothing. No sound. Then gripped the edge of the 
window and yanked it open and slipped inside. 

I reconnoitred quickly. The layout of the upper floor looked slightly 
different from my astral vision, but I soon found the room I was looking 
for. A small bedside light was on leaving the rest of the room in 
darkness. I reached for my torch, pulled it out and switched it on. I 
pointed it at the portrait of the man who was now reduced to nothing, an 
image of his former self. I felt like slashing the painting, just to take the 
smug smile off that face. 

The picture was on a hinge-joint. I opened it and pulled it back to find 
as promised the safe behind it. I found the combination in my pocket and 
started turning the dial, again praying that this was right and anxiously 
waited for it to click. It clicked. I was relieved. I gently pushed the 
handle down and swung the door open quietly. There was lots of stuff 
inside, mostly paper like deeds, bonds, entitlements, and a small stash of 
cash. I rifled through it all, my heart sinking as I had a horrible feeling 
someone might have been here before me, as soon as they heard the man 
was missing. I needn’t have worried. In a small plain white envelope I 
felt something solid. I opened it and pulled out the object. In the light of 
my torch I could see what it was. At last I was face to face with one of 
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the most desired objects in the world, and it was beautiful. When the 
light of the torch hit it, each facet of the diamond reflected back the light, 
sending rays of light bouncing round the room. I kissed it, put it back in 
the envelope, folded it up tight and removed my right shoe. I knocked its 
heel gendy against the wall, forcing it to swing open, and stashed the 
diamond in the secret cubby-hole in the heel which I used for anything I 
thought was too precious to leave in my pocket. I put my shoe back on 
and tidied up the safe, making sure it looked exactly the same as I found 
it, and closed and locked it, sliding the picture back into place, the man’s 
face still smiling back at me. ‘He’ll be smiling on the other side of his 
face now,’ I whispered to myself. I could only smirk at the irony. 

All I had to do now was get the hell out of there and back to the hotel. 
It was easy. A few minutes later I was back in the car, heading into town 
with a big smile on my face. 

I pulled up in the parking lot of the hotel, grabbed my jacket, slung it 
on, and stepped out of the car. I had just pressed the fob to lock it when I 
took another whack to the head. A big black hole opened up beneath my 
feet. I disappeared into it. 
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A splash of water in my face soon had me coming round again. Then 
another splash. I tossed my head to either side trying to get the water out 
of my eyes. I wanted to reach up but my hands were tied down again. I 
could feel my jaw; it felt dislocated like it had been removed from my 
head and put back on the wrong way round. Trickling blood confirmed I 
had been hit hard. Blood from a cut above my forehead was going into 
my eyes, turning my vision red. I tried opening them. It hurt so hard it 
was like trying to open a wound. I struggled and managed to open them 
some more. Light came cascading in, all blurry like I was under water. 
But I wasn’t. It was just that my eye sockets were cracked and the 
muscles around them weren’t working properly. 

All I could see before me were three silhouettes in the strong glare of 
light behind them. Again, I was tied to a chair in the middle of a room 
somewhere. I tried to focus and had to shake my head again to get the 
blood and water out of my eyes. Then I could see some more. 

The first guy I recognised. It was Leatherman from the club who liked 
to throw punches. It was probably him who knocked me out earlier just 
as he had done in the club last night. Then the guy to the left was the 
same one from this morning. But the one in the middle I didn’t 
recognise. He was tall and thin, dressed entirely in white, and probably 
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the same one Goldstein mentioned, the one who was trying to get him to 
ship the rock, and the one at the meeting in the afternoon. 

‘So you’re Capri, are you? We meet at last.’ 

His voice came across avuncular, the sort you would associate with 
an older relative of the family, but not a nice one who liked to pat little 
children on the head. No, this was a different kettle of fish altogether. 
This one had a dark edge to it, the sort you would associate with uncles 
who liked to touch up little girlies, putting their hands where they 
shouldn’t, but used that smooth, rich voice to make out to them it was 
perfectly acceptable. This was the type you should never trust. 

My mouth wasn’t gagged but 1 kept it shut anyway. I wouldn’t say a 
word until 1 found out what they wanted, which was quite obvious. 

‘You underestimate us, Capri.’ 

Now, where have I heard that before ...? 

‘Did you really think you could waltz in here, grab something that 
doesn’t belong to you, and waltz out again?’ 

I still kept my mouth shut, ft was embarrassing. 1 felt naked. Then 1 
realised 1 was naked, except for my underpants. They were soaking wet, 
wet with my sweat and piss. I must have pissed myself when they were 
beating the crap out of me. I couldn’t remember. This was the first time 1 
fully regained consciousness. The past was a blur. Just melting images of 
fists, punches and slaps. I would then pass out, come to and the process 
would start all over again, ft was only now that this man in white had 
turned up all that had stopped, and 1 was able to regain some form of 
composure. I figured he must be the main man, either working alongside 
St. Pierre or just above him. The other two were merely lackeys, 
employed as muscle for all the rough stuff. I didn’t know how long I had 
been here, but they could tell by now 1 wasn’t going to give in easy. 
That’s why he had been brought in. 

1 looked around the room. It was the first time I managed to take it in 
full. I imagined we were underground somewhere in another basement. I 
could see my clothes were piled up on the table to my right. They must 
have gone through them looking for the rock. On top of the pile of 
clothes were my shoes. I could see the right one clearly. The heel was in 
place. Evidently they didn’t find the secret compartment. They wouldn’t 
be able to open it anyway. It required a special knack. They would have 
to tear it apart to get the rock out. They were that stupid they didn’t even 
realise the rock was in the room. Foolishly, I left the combination note in 
my pocket. The white guy was now flashing it in my face. 

‘Do you recognise this?’ 

Again, I didn’t say anything. I just stared at him blankly. 

‘We checked the safe. It wasn’t in there. As you are the one who has 
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this, you must have got there before us. That means you have it. Now 
where is it, Capri?’ 

I feigned ignorance, ft wasn’t hard to do. But it would have been 
much easier with a face intact. 

‘Where is it, Capri? And what have you done with St. Pierre? Where 
is he?’ 

The guy in white stood back, allowing Leatherman to swing a punch 
deep into me, just under the rib cage. I wanted to scream as 1 felt my guts 
implode. It was a good job they were fairly empty, other wise I would be 
spewing up all over the place. 

I still kept my mouth shut. 

‘Did you check him all over?’ the white guy asked Leatherman. 

Leatherman just nodded and folded his arms across his burly chest 
and stared me out. Perhaps I should have found him first, and afterwards 
taken out St. Pierre, then I wouldn’t have gotten into this predicament. I 
could tell he was a man who liked to bend boys over, not only whipping 
their asses but also dicking them. 

As if reading my mind, Leatherman said to the white guy, ‘Except 
where the sun don’t shine.’ 

The white guy whispered something in his ear. Leatherman smiled 
and got his partner to untie me. They forced me to bend over a desk, 
pulled my pants down and splayed my legs apart. The other guy held my 
arms down on the desk. I could only look over my shoulder and watch 
out of my black eye Leatherman slip on a surgical glove, pour some lube 
on it, then smile. I wanted to joke something like, ‘You can’t do that! My 
ass is a one way street,’ but I couldn’t even get my mouth to work. I had 
to grin and bear the next act of defilement. It was degrading, disgusting, 
his big finger probing my inmost, private part. I wanted to shout out, 
‘You won’t find it up there,’ but couldn’t. I felt his finger probing deeper 
half-expecting his full fist to go up there along with his finger, then his 
whole arm with the rest of the man crawling up inside. He obviously 
knew what he was doing, and was probably a giver rather than a receiver 
in sex-games down the club, wearing a red handkerchief in his left back 
pocket to signify the fact. I heard a squelch as he removed his finger, and 
felt an instant sense of relief as if I had just passed a massive stool, then 
saw out of the corner of my eye him shaking his head to the white guy. 

I was then thrown back into the chair, my pants still round my ankles, 
my knob half-erect as if it had been turned on by this rude, intimate 
investigation of my anatomy, quite shocked that it sort of enjoyed it. But 
then, it always did have a mind of its own. 

They re-tied me, making sure I couldn’t escape. I wish I could. Was 
any diamond really worth all this aggravation? I thought of telling them 
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but that would be even worse, a capitulation on my part and, for me, a 
totally dishonourable act. I thought of Juggs, where she could be now, 
and of exiting my body and seeking her in vision and get her to do the 
same thing she did this morning, but I was distracted by the white guy. 
He was pulling up a chair, straddling it backwards, and sitting down right 
in front of me with a smirk on his face; I hadn’t a clue what he was going 
to do next. Hadn’t they finished with me yet? Wasn’t it time to go home? 
Then 1 wanted to cry when I saw what he had in his hand. He brought it 
up and pointed it at me. My Preston! My precious Preston in the hands of 
the enemy. 

‘I’ve heard all about this gun of yours,’ he fairly whispered, and 
started examining it more closely, and found the dial under the butt. He 
twiddled the knob back and forth and smiled. 

‘I presume this is where you turn the power up and down.’ 

He rested the gun on the back of his chair, took aim, right at my 
groin. ‘Speak, Capri, or forever hold your peace.’ 

He squeezed the trigger. Nothing happened. He looked at the weapon, 
surprised. 

‘It won’t work, you fuck,’ I told him, somehow managing to get my 
mouth to work. ‘The only person who can shoot it is me. The studs on 
the grip have been programmed with my prints. ’ 

‘Is that so?’ he asked, half-impressed. ‘You’re the only person who 
can fire it?’ 

I nodded and smirked back. 

‘Then that leaves us only one option. Since you’re unwilling to talk, 
and we’re running out of patience, you give us no alternative.’ He turned 
to the other two. ‘Bring in the girl,’ he ordered. 

Girl? What girl? Surely not Juggs? I asked myself. He must have read 
my mind because he started nodding. 

If it was Juggs then this was going to be a whole new ball game. 
Didn’t the stupid bitch leave town? It was bad enough me getting caught; 
now they’ve got the girl. 

They wheeled her in to the room on a gurney and parked it next to 
me. She was completely naked, strapped face up, the bindings going so 
tight round her breasts they were red, engorged with blood, the nipples so 
hard I could imagine them popping under all the pressure any minute. 
Her mouth was gagged. Her eyes blindfolded. It looked like they had 
already got to work on her. There were bruises and cuts all over her. She 
obviously hadn’t told them what they wanted to know. She was a tough 
girl anyway, but what could she tell them, apart from the fact I had 
nabbed St. Pierre and taken him to an isolated cabin for some fun. She 
didn’t even know I had the rock. But no matter; they were going to use 
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her as some form of leverage, obviously to get us to talk. 

They whipped off her blindfold. Her eyes met mine; they told me she 
was OK, that she was still bearing up and hadn’t lost her soul, not yet. 
She had been crying; her mascara was all blotched round her eyes. She 
didn’t even try to scream, but resolutely accepted this was inevitable. 

‘Leave the bitch alone,’ 1 told them. ‘She doesn’t know anything. She 
has nothing to do with this. She can’t tell you a thing.’ 

‘She’s not going to tell us anything. You are,’ the white guy mocked. 

They untied her legs, then pulled them up to her shoulders, her feet 
nearly touching her hands which were tied up by her head, and tied her 
ankles next to her wrists. Her vagina was now fully exposed. They untied 
my right hand and wheeled the gurney in closer to me. The white guy got 
out of his chair and stood between me and Juggs and said, ‘You are 
going to tell us,’ and inserted the muzzle of the Preston into her vagina, 
pushing it all the way in up to the hilt. He grabbed my right hand. 1 tried 
to resist but the bastards standing behind me now were forcing my arm 
towards her crutch, my fingers naturally wrapping round the grip of my 
gun. They taped my hand in place ensuring my two fingers were on the 
trigger, and tied my arm to the gurney so 1 couldn’t move it, then backed 
off. Whatever they did next, there was no way 1 was going to squeeze the 
trigger. I wasn’t even sure if my gun had been set on full or only a small 
charge, but 1 could hear Juggs moaning and wincing, ft was obviously 
dawning on her now what they intended to do. 

‘Talk, Capri,’ the man barked. 

He nodded to the two captors standing behind me. 1 felt a sharp pain 
in my right shoulder like I’d just been jabbed with a long hot needle. 
Spasmodically, beyond my control, and purely a knee-jerk reaction, my 
hand flinched, causing me to accidentally squeeze the trigger. Juggs’ 
body flipped on the gurney. She gave out a scream, what scream she 
could with her mouth gagged. I expected her to die from the shock, 
thinking I had killed her. I looked to the man in charge. He merely 
smirked. Then I realised what he had done. He had set the gun on low. 
He turned up the dial a fraction. He was now using the same technique I 
used on St. Pierre. 

‘You will tell us,’ he repeated, and nodded again. 

I felt the same jab of pain going into my shoulder, right into the blade, 
and my fingers squeezed the trigger. Juggs cried out again, her body now 
rocking from side to side in a futile attempt to extricate the gun from 
inside her. I knew what the plan was. They intended to keep turning up 
the dial. At present it was only going to give her a shock, not cause any 
physical damage, but if they turned it up any higher, then she would be 
fried to death, internally. The thought repulsed me. 
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‘OK. OK, I’ll tell you.’ 

I could hear Juggs trying to object, but couldn’t see her eyes or face 
under her legs. 

‘That’s all we ask.’ 

His voice came over cold and calculating, rattling my nerves. 

‘He’s in a cabin up by the Medway.’ 

‘I don’t give a shit about him. He’s replaceable. The diamond isn’t. 
Where is it? Tell us, Capri, then we’ll let you go.’ 

‘Good,’ I scoffed. ‘Because I’ve got a funeral to go to tomorrow.’ 

‘The only funeral you’re going to, Capri, is your own.’ 

The man was just about to nod again. I stopped him. 

‘It’s in the post,’ I told him in the most convincing voice I could, 
under the circumstances. 

‘Who did you send it to and where?’ 

‘New York. I mailed it to myself. I’ve got a box number there.’ 

‘When is it due to arrive?’ 

‘Should be first thing. I put it through special delivery.’ 

The man indicated to the others to desist. 

He untaped my hand, pulled my Preston out of her, and put it back in 
its holster, leaving it on top of my clothes. The girl’s legs were released 
and tied back into place, just like my right hand. 

‘Now what do we do?’ Leatherman asked. 

‘We contact New York,’ he answered. ‘We relay the information, and 
wait. I’m sure Capri will furnish us with the number as he can see we are 
not to be messed with. The number, Capri!’ he demanded. 

I looked to Juggs. She was shaking her head, trying to tell me not to 
give it. 

‘It’s 55751.’ 

‘Thank you.’ The man got up and said to Leatherman, ‘You see how 
simple and easy it is when you do the job properly. I was over the other 
side of Louisiana, about to enjoy a pleasant dinner and dance with some 
affable and influential people when you called me. ’ 

‘Sorry, boss,’ Leatherman replied. 

‘And now, if you will excuse me, I should just make it in time for the 
dance.’ 

‘What do we do with them?’ 

‘Leave them here. They’re not going anywhere until we get what we 
want.’ 

‘Well in that case,’ I chipped in, ‘at least let me have a cigarette.’ 

‘Yes, give him his cigarettes. It’s a disgusting habit of his, and I’m 
sure it’s not the only one.’ 

Leatherman lit up a cigarette for me and inserted it in my mouth. He 
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threw my lighter and half-empty packet on the table, next to my clothes. 

I toked the smoke in deep, taking it in to what was left of my lungs. 

The white guy bent down next to me and said, ‘Enjoy your cigarette, 
Capri. It could be the last one you ever have,’ then guffawed. 

He turned to the other two and told them to make Juggs a bit more 
respectable. ‘Put a sheet on her or something. The one thing I can’t bear 
to see is the sight of a naked woman. ’ 

The other guy did as he suggested, draping a sheet over the entire 
length of her body up to her face. It then clicked that perhaps the white 
guy wasn’t so straight after all, but bent as hell. 

‘That’s better,’ he said. ‘So much more respectable, don’t you think.’ 

‘What about him?’ Leatherman asked, meaning me. 

‘Leave him as he is. It’s not a pretty sight but at least it’s much more 
bearable.’ 

I winced at the thought of this man finding my nakedness attractive. I 
felt like shit; looked like it. There was nothing attractive about me at all: 
my head covered in blood (now finally clotted up), my eyes black, and 
bruised all over, but at least the cigarette was making me feel a bit better. 

‘I suggest you take it in turns to keep an eye on them,’ the man started 
telling them. ‘We’ve got all night. Rocky, you take the first shift,’ he said 
to the other one whose name I didn’t know until now, if that was his real 
name. ‘And you come with me,’ he said to Leatherman and showed him 
out of the room. I heard the door close firmly but not a lock being turned. 



Rocky took a seat in the corner and pulled out a gun from the back of 
his belt. It was a .38 Smith & Wesson Special, an insignificant little thing 
compared with my Preston, but he waved it around just to make sure that 
I got the picture. He was in charge; no messing or else. He put it on the 
table next to him. 

‘So, Rocky,’ I said to get the banter going, ‘what else do you do for a 
living, I mean beside kidnapping and beating people up?’ 
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He was not impressed and gave me a signal to shut up. 

‘A man of few words,’ 1 jested and continued smoking, gripping the 
cigarette with my teeth. But I wasn’t really smoking, just giving the 
impression. The cigarette was now nearly half-smoked. I was praying 
Rocky would take his eyes off me so I could make my next move. 

He did. He picked up a newspaper from the table beside him and 
started reading. Perfect timing. I winked at Juggs. She looked at me 
quizzically, then I turned to face her and took aim. Quietly as I could, I 
spat out the cigarette. It landed right between her legs on the sheet. I 
gestured her to keep quiet, then made a motion with my legs to get her to 
do the same so as to make the sheet fold over on top of the cigarette. She 
was a smart girl and picked up quickly what I meant. 

Rocky dropped the paper, and looked at me, then my legs. 

‘I’m just trying to get some circulation back into them. It would help 
if you untied them. ’ 

He ignored me and went back to the paper. 

I gestured for Juggs to continue. With her bare feet and toes she 
managed to grip the sheet and make it pile up between her legs. As she 
was doing that I was trying to free my hands from behind my back. The 
rope was fastened tight but not tight enough. I tried to inch my hands out, 
grimacing with pain as the rope cut into my skin. I could feel the blood 
dripping down my fingers, and imagined it welling up in a big pool by 
the legs of the chair. Unfortunately, my movements were making the 
chair slide. Then it slid a fraction more, scraping on the floor. The sound 
made Rocky’s ears prick up. He stopped reading and got up to see what I 
was doing. I gestured to Juggs, ‘Now.’ She started screaming as best she 
could, still with a gag in her mouth, but went into real panic-mode as the 
cigarette ignited the sheet. It was on fire between her legs. Rocky turned 
round to see what her problem was, saw the fire and instinctively used 
his newspaper to try and put it out. As soon as his back was turned on 
me, I quickly got both hands free and pounced. Rocky flung me 
backwards, the chair I was still partially stuck to went crashing into the 
wall, shattering it. I dived on top of him, sending him piling on top of 
Juggs, catching his head right on her breasts. 

‘Sorry about that,’ I apologised and grappled some more with the 
thug. He fell to the floor, with Juggs’ half-burnt sheet piling on top of 
him, and over his head, leaving him unable to see for a second. Quickly I 
punched him as hard as I could in the jaw and knocked him out. He 
flopped on the floor and lay inert. 

My knuckle hurt like hell, but we had no time to consider pain. I cut 
Juggs loose and gestured her to keep quiet. I got dressed, strapped on my 
holster, then put on my shoes, checking the right one hadn’t been 
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tampered with. 

Juggs didn’t know what I was doing, but I just smiled. ‘I’ll tell you 
later, when we’re out of this mess.’ But seeing her naked all bruised and 
sore made me feel sorry for her. She seemed to be coping well, glad that 
she was still alive, for the time being. I gave her a quick kiss, and took 
her hand. ‘Where are your clothes?’ I whispered. 

‘In the next room.’ 

‘Can you walk?’ She nodded. ‘Good. Take this,’ I said, and handed 
her Rocky’s gun. ‘Don’t fire it unless absolutely necessary.’ 

Being a normal gun, it would make a loud bang, unlike my Preston. 
As I had no idea where we were; the last thing I needed was her drawing 
more attention to ourselves. 

I led her out of the room, locked it behind me. She gestured for me to 
wait. We were in some kind of corridor. She opened the door next to us 
and disappeared inside. She got dressed quickly and reappeared, then 
started messing with her hair as if her appearance was more important 
than staying alive. 

‘We don’t have time for that,’ I told her. ‘Any idea where we are?’ 

‘No. They brought me here blindfolded.’ 

‘Come on.’ 

I grabbed her hand. Her palms were sweating, nervous. I took her 
down to the end of the corridor which led on to another one. All pipe 
work running along the top. I figured we were in some kind of stadium 
or possibly an ice rink. 

‘Is there a sports arena in New Orleans?’ I asked her. 

‘No, but there’s one just outside. Is that where you think we are?’ 

‘Possibly. Come on.’ 

Eventually we found some stairs and ascended. Where ever we were 
it was empty, but all the lights were on. We were now in some sort of 
foyer. Suddenly Juggs stopped. 

‘I know this place. I know where we are. It’s the boxing stadium.’ 

‘Is it well-guarded?’ 

‘There’s normally a security guard around somewhere. Why?’ 

‘Well who ever brought us here they must have passed a guard who 
knows we’re still here. He may be working for them, so I think it’s best 
we try to avoid him. Is there a back entrance?’ 

‘Yes. Follow me.’ 

This time she gripped my hand. We ran down to the other end and 
followed the exit signs until we came to a bolted door. 

‘Shit. It’s locked,’ she exclaimed. ‘Now what we gonna do?’ 

‘Stand back.’ 

I turned the dial on my Preston to about halfway, aimed and fired. 
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The door flung open. Juggs smiled. 

‘Come on,’ I told her, and we ran out into a parking lot. 

Now we were out I wasn’t sure what to do. ‘How far are we from 
your house?’ I asked her. 

‘ft’s just down the interstate. Why my place?’ 

‘Look at me. I look a mess. I can’t get back to my hotel like this.’ 

ft was only then that Juggs stood back and took a good look at me. 
She kissed me. 

‘What was that for?’ 

‘For saving me. And Harmon, even though you look like shit, 1 think 
1 love you.’ 

‘We don’t have time for that either. We need to get out of sight.’ 

1 checked my wallet to see how much cash I had left. Not much, 
about twenty bucks. We got out on to the main street and I hailed a taxi. 
The cabby didn’t like the look of us, but agreed to take us. ft pulled up 
outside what 1 could only describe as a mansion. We got out. I gave the 
cabby all the money 1 had and told him to keep the change. He didn’t 
seem too impressed and drove off. 

‘You live here?’ I asked in disbelief. 

She nodded, ‘ft’s all mine now. Or it will be as soon as the will is 
settled. What do you think?’ 

I couldn't believe it. Here I was, running around with some girl who 
turned out to be a multi-millionaire’s daughter. 

‘ft’s very impressive,’ 1 gushed. 

She smiled and led me up the driveway, ft reminded me of Jill’s 
place, the same style, same architecture, only bigger, much bigger. 

She tapped in her password on the side by the front door, ft opened. 
As soon as we stepped in all the lights came on automatically. 

‘You and your gadgets,’ I muttered. 

She took me by the hand and led me up the stairs and into a massive 
bathroom, ft was bigger than my whole apartment, with one of those 
baths built below the level of the floor, the sort you have to step down 
into. She got the taps running and started stripping. 1 followed suit. My 
knob, seeing her bend over the bath to check the temperature of the 
water, suddenly stood to attention. She couldn’t help but notice and 
turned off the taps, lay down next to the bath on the floor, gesturing for 
me to join her. 

‘What about your pussy?’ I asked her. ‘Surely, it will still be sore.’ 

But she shook her head and insisted I made mad passionate love to 
her there and then. This was my reward for saving her and it was 
magnificent. A giant of a fuck, like we were twin souls coming together, 
our union blessed by ecstasy and a swooning 1 had never felt before. We 
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slunk into the bath and played like children, shorn of all responsibility, 
and kissed our hurt bodies until they were healed. 

Lying between black satin sheets I started asking Juggs about the guy 
in the white suit, if she knew him. She simply shook her head. Did she 
hear his name being mentioned? Again, it was a negative. ‘Then who the 
hell is he?’ 

‘How the fuck do I know? All I know is I went back to my local bar 
in town to have a quiet drink. I was really pissed that you told me to go 
home. I come out of the bar. Next thing I know I get clobbered on the 
back of my head and wake up to find I’m stripped naked, tied to a 
gurney, with that beefcake sticking his finger up me! That wouldn’t have 
happened if we hadn’t split up.’ 

‘Well, you’re safe now for the time being. The thing is, once our 
Leatherman, that beefcake, as you call him, gets back to that arena and 
finds we’ve gone he’s going to get straight on to our man in white. Then 
they’ll start looking for us. So we can’t hang around here. This is the first 
place they’ll look since they know who you are.’ 

‘What we gonna do?’ 

‘It depends who we can trust,’ I told her, not very confident about 
anything. ‘There seems to be too many people in this State who are 
connected with this organisation, like that dinner dance thing he was 
talking about. I bet that was something to do with it. ’ 

‘Why? Do you think there’ll be some Mass Debaters there?’ 

‘They’re probably all Mass Debaters there!’ I joked. Then seriously, 
‘Who owns that arena? Do you know?’ 

She shook her head. ‘But I can find out tomorrow. Why?’ 

‘It’s obvious. They took us there because they own the place or have 
some connection with it. We could go back there, wait for Leatherman to 
turn up, kidnap him and get him to tell us where the white guy lives. Or 
we could go and find this dinner dance. He said it was the other side of 
the State. What time is it now?’ I reached for my watch. ‘Just gone 
midnight. Probably too late.’ 

‘I’ve got a better idea. Why don’t we just skip town? You know, 
elope like two lovers.’ 

‘Good idea, but unfortunately they’ll still find us.’ 

‘Then how about going back to New York? Then we could go to your 
box, get the diamond and hand it back. ’ 

‘We don’t need to go to New York for that.’ 

‘What do you mean?’ 

I reached down for my shoe, knocked the heel against the side of the 
bed, swivelled it round and tipped out the envelope. It fell into her 
waiting hand. 
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‘Well, go on. Open it.’ 

She opened it and out popped the rock. 

‘You bastard,’ she gasped. ‘You lied to them! You had it all the time. 
Oh, you’re beautiful.’ 

She gave me a big kiss. I took the diamond from her. ‘When is your 
birthday?’ I joked. I pulled the sheet back to reveal her splendid naked 
body, slighdy bruised but still gorgeous, and placed the diamond just 
where I thought it belonged; in her navel. Or perhaps I should have 
placed it further down, where they thought it was originally stashed. 

‘Go on then,’ she whispered. ‘Stick it in me.’ 

She opened her legs wide and begged me to do it. I thought at first 
she was joking. But one look in her eye told me she meant it. I nudged it 
gently inside. She cooed with delight as if it was some dildo, but too 
small to satisfy a woman of her enormous appetite. I got down between 
her legs and started licking her out. She loved it, begging me for more. I 
then emptied my lungs and pressed my mouth right up to her lower 
mouth and sucked hard. The rock popped out and straight into my mouth. 
I held it between my teeth and wiped it against her upper mouth. She was 
going wild, forcing me between her legs. I penetrated her hard as we 
both held on to the diamond with our lips until we came. 

‘Well, I’ve never done that before,’ she gasped afterwards. 

‘Nor have I, actually,’ and laughed. 

‘How many girls can say they’ve had a 350 million dollar piece of 
rock in their pussy?’ 

‘Well you, being a woman, may like having things shoved inside you, 
but I don’t.’ 

We both laughed at that. I wanted to stay all night in bed with this 
beautiful girl who was no longer a dyke, someone who was so sexually 
adventurous, even to the point where I think she enjoyed having the 
muzzle of my gun in her pussy as she did, willing to experiment not just 
as a dom but also a sub. Unfortunately, the reality was our lives were in 
jeopardy if we didn’t get out of here fast. 

I took the rock back and re-inserted it in the heel of my shoe and told 
her to get dressed. 

‘Where we going?’ she asked. 

‘I’ve just had an idea.’ I started to get dressed. 

‘What?’ 

‘Well, I’ve been thinking. There are too many loose ends. We’ve left 
St. Pierre in that cabin, Rocky in the locked room in the arena, and our 
Leatherman and the white guy outside somewhere. What we need to do 
is round them all up, stick them in a van and drive it off a very tall cliff.’ 

‘You’re joking, right?’ 
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‘Sort of. Unless you can come up with a better alternative. Does you 
father have a spare car?’ 

‘Of course.’ 

‘Right. We’ll take that. Grab what you need and take any cash you’ve 
got here cos I’m getting low.’ 

‘We don’t need cash. I’ve got my credit cards, all platinums.’ 

‘No, you’re not thinking. They can trace any electronic payments you 
make and locate us. We need cash.’ 

‘Oh, OK. I’ll use my dad’s money. He always kept some in his safe.’ 

‘Right, get that and we’ll go. 
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Ten minutes later we were heading round the back of the house to 
another massive garage. She inputted her password on the side, the doors 
opened. She stepped in, the neon lights came on, flickering into life one 
by one, and all I could see was nothing but row upon row of cars. 

‘Impressed?’ she asked. 

‘Very.’ 

‘Which one shall we take?’ 

‘Where’s your trike?’ 

‘Oh, that’s back at the bar.’ 

‘Pity, I thought we might be able to use it.’ 

‘We can go and collect it, if we take the motorhome.’ She pointed to a 
massive thing at the end. ‘It’s got a special rack on the back for it.’ 

‘What about those rockets we deployed? Do you have any spares?’ 

‘Sure. Why? What do you have in mind?’ 

‘World war three. Go and get them. And any other weapons you think 
may come in handy.’ 

She loaded up the motorhome with a stash of weapons: rifles, rockets, 
bazookas, machine guns, semi-automatics, etc. 

‘Do you think that will be enough?’ she asked me, seriously. 

‘Should be. Let’s get the hell out of here.’ I gestured her to climb in. 
We’ll pick up your trike first.’ 

‘OK. I’ll drive.’ 
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She got into the driver’s seat and slowly manoeuvred the thing out. It 
was a six-wheeler, all cream and chrome plating, with a roof-rack, CB 
radio, satellite TV, and phone. It looked like it could be used in a desert 
war as it came with a water tank that had a month’s supply of drinking 
water. This wasn’t what I had in mind, not exactly a speedy getaway, but 
it would have to do. 

We found her trike still outside the bar. She pulled over and backed 
up to it. We got out, went round the back. She then pressed a button on 
the side. I could hear a whirring noise first, then watched the rack swing 
slowly down until it lowered level with the ground. It was just now a 
matter of wheeling the trike on to it and strapping it in place, then raising 
the rack again. But I got to thinking this may not be a good idea. These 
people were mean, and now very upset. The rock was in our hands and 
not theirs. They were going to be after us wherever we went, relendessly. 
The first thing they will be doing is checking out all our known hangouts, 
including coming back here and finding the trike was gone. 

‘What’s a matter?’ she asked, reading my worried expression. 

‘We may have to ditch that,’ I responded looking at the thing. It was 
on the back, way above the ground, but sticking out like a sore thumb 
and would surely be recognised. 

‘Why?’ 

‘Well, look at it. How many people do you know have machines like 
that around here? Not many, I bet. Everyone can see it. It will be like a 
magnet, attracting undue attention.’ 

‘I haven’t finished yet, silly.’ 

I looked at her puzzled. What did she mean? 

She climbed back into the driver’s seat. I then heard another whirring 
sound and stood back and watched the rack with the trike and the bottom 
half of the back wall of the vehicle swing inwards and lock. The whole 
thing had disappeared inside with another part of the back sliding into 
place. It was ingenious. 

‘Clever, huh?’ she shouted out the window. 

I gave her the thumbs up and climbed back in. I took up a position in 
front alongside her in a huge armchair and felt I was now in something 
out of this world, disbelieving how comfortable these things really were. 

‘Where to next?’ she asked as she got the thing started. 

She was loving this like it was some big adventure, that we were on a 
treasure hunt, and I had all the clues written down somewhere. But I had 
nothing, not even the vaguest idea, just playing it off the bat as we went 
along, knowing this was far from a game: it was deadly. 

‘How far is it to the Medway from here?’ 

‘About 20 miles. It shouldn’t take us more than half an hour in this 
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thing, and we don’t need any fuel as it’s already fully tanked.’ 

‘Right, let’s go there next, pick up St. Pierre, and get him to talk. We 
need to find out who the guy is in the white suit.’ 

‘OK,’ she chimed, and put her foot down. 

We set off not even knowing if St. Pierre was still going to be there. 
His colleagues could have found him by now, or he might even have 
managed to escape. But I negatived that last guess. The man was too 
much of a wimp to even try to escape. 

We pulled up outside the portacabin. I instructed Juggs to leave the 
headlights on which were now pointing in its direction, and made sure 
she still had Rocky’s gun, then got her to follow me, and gingerly opened 
the door. 

He was there all right, still sitting in the chair and hadn’t even moved, 
even though it must have been at least five hours since I left him. The 
first thing that hit me was a horrible smell, the smell of shit and stale 
urine. The man had shat and pissed himself. I got the oil lamp on and had 
a good look at him. He was fast asleep. I slapped him awake. 

‘Capri, you bastard!’ he shouted, annoyed but also half-relieved. ‘I 
knew you wouldn’t leave me here all night.’ 

‘I haven’t finished with you yet,’ I told him, and held him at arm’s 
length and got him to hobble outside. 

Juggs held her nose and looked at him disgusted. 

‘I couldn’t help it,’ he pleaded, ‘I had to go.’ 

‘He’s not coming in my truck like that!’ 

‘I don’t suppose you’ve got a hose handy so we can hose him down?’ 

‘I’ve got better.’ 

She went to the side of the vehicle and pressed a button. Out popped a 
shower head with a control panel. 

‘It’s a portable shower. We use it all the time,’ she told me. ‘Do you 
want the screen round it?’ 

‘Hell no,’ I responded with glee. ‘I wanna watch this fucker stew in 
his own embarrassment. ’ 

I cut the binds round him and cut off his clothes. In an effort to cover 
his nakedness and shame, he put his hands over his privates. I kicked St. 
Pierre under the shower and turned it on full, and watched the miserable 
fucker get soaked, washing away his shit and piss. I turned it off after he 
looked reasonably clean and ordered him to stand still. 

‘Have you got a towel and any spare clothes?’ I asked Juggs. 

‘They’re in the wardrobe at the back,’ she replied, indicating the back 
of the vehicle. 

‘Right, I’ll see if I can find something that fits him. You keep your 
gun on him. If he so much as blinks, shoot him.’ 
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Juggs smiled. The poor wimp quivered. I returned with a towel and 
threw it in his face. Once he was dry I threw him some clothes; a white 
shirt way too big for him, a black blazer and black trousers, again too big 
for him. He would have to make do with his old shoes. They weren’t 
ruined, not much anyway. 

‘Hey, that’s my dad’s clothes!’ Juggs complained. 

‘I don’t think he needs them now. Do you?’ 

‘I guess not. Anyways, why you dressing him? Why can’t we leave 
him here like that?’ 

‘We’ve got a funeral to attend, remember?’ 

‘Oh no, Harmon, I can’t go there.’ 

‘You have to,’ I told her, gripping her shoulders, looking into her 
eyes. ‘It’s your father’s for fuck’s sake.’ 

‘I know, but look at me. I’ve still got bruising on my face. I look a 
mess. What are my relatives going to think? Besides, I’ve got nothing to 
wear.’ 

‘You’ve got a whole fucking wardrobe in there. I’ve just seen it!’ 

‘But nothing in black!’ 

She was right. I didn’t see anything in black. I was all right, still 
dressed in my black jacket, roll neck sweater and slacks. St. Pierre, who I 
intended to take with us, was in black, but she wasn’t. 

‘OK, I’ll tell you what we are going to do. First thing in the morning, 
when the shops open, we’ll head into town. You buy yourself a LBD 
with a matching hat, preferably with a lace veil. That will partially 
obscure your face. Have you got enough cash for that?’ 

‘Plenty.’ 

‘Good. And that will be you sorted out as well.’ 

I gave her a kiss. She puckered up. Underneath that hard exterior 
though, she had a soft heart. But it was tomorrow she was going to have 
to be strong. Very strong. 

‘Why are we going, anyways?’ 

‘I’m expecting some uninvited guests. Think about it, in a few hours 
time these people will be paying a visit to my box in New York. They’ll 
probably have to force it open as they haven’t got the key, and when they 
do they’ll find it’s empty. They’ll get back to their people here, and all 
hell is bound to break loose.’ 

‘You’ve got the diamond?’ St. Pierre muttered. 

‘Oh, yes. I’ve got the diamond all right,’ I told him, but didn’t say 
where it was hidden. 

‘What we going to do now?’ Juggs asked me. 

‘I wish you would stop asking me that!’ I shouted at her. ‘You keep 
asking me that!’ 
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‘You amateurs,’ St. Pierre mocked us and laughed. ‘You really don’t 
know what you are doing or who you’re dealing with.’ 

I reached for my Preston, pulled it out, with half a mind to blow his 
head off. 

‘Go on, Harmon,’ Juggs urged me on. ‘Shoot him.’ 

‘Yes, go on, shoot,’ St. Pierre mocked again. ‘I’m dead anyway. And 
so are you. Or soon will be.’ 

I resisted the temptation and put my gun away. It wouldn’t solve 
anything. Besides, I still had some questions to ask him. 

‘I saw a park back there, about ten miles down. I suggest we park up 
there for the night. ’ 

‘What about him?’ Juggs asked, pointing her gun at St. Pierre. 

‘He’s coming inside with us. I’ve not even started with him.’ 

We got the man into the vehicle, Juggs’ gun aimed squarely at his 
groin as I got him to sit on the couch. I found some towing cable and 
bound him hand and foot, making sure he was secure. We couldn’t afford 
any more mishaps. Juggs gave me her gun and got the motor started and 
cruised back down the road. 

I sat in the chair up front, lit up, then turned round to face him. 

‘OK, wise guy,’ I told him. ‘You’re gonna start talking. Now, who’s 
this guy dressed in white?’ 

St. Pierre laughed. ‘I thought you would meet him. And by the looks 
of both of you, you bumped into Rimbaud and Rocky again. ’ 

Rimbaud (pronounced Rambo) and Rocky, what a pair! I nodded. ‘So 
who’s the main man down here? It has to be the one in white, right?’ 

‘You mean Moeffuer, codename Motherfucker. He’s the toughest guy 
you’ll ever meet, even if he is queer, like your Kray gangster. Yes, he is 
the head man, way above me, but he is in league with some of the most 
powerful people in America. He also has loads of friends in low places, 
the sort decent people cross the street to avoid bumping into.’ 

‘Wow! He frightens me,’ I responded sarcastically. 

‘You should be very frightened of him, of all of us.’ 

‘Nothing frightens me, not after what I’ve been through the last few 
years, even the last couple of days since I got here. I’ve been sapped 
twice, stripped naked, had my inner recess probed, bludgeoned to a pulp, 
been shot at, and I’m still smiling. All because of some lousy, fucking 
diamond. I reckon that rock has got me jinxed. What should’ve been a 
simple straightforward case, which for me would normally take a couple 
of days, has extended into a living nightmare.’ 

‘That’s because you don’t know what you’re up against,’ he smirked 
at me. ‘You’re no better than a blind man in a land full of people who 
can see. Do you honestly think you’re going to get away with this, 
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whatever you have in mind? Look at it logically; the odds are stacked 
way against you. ’ 

‘We’ll see. But if I was you I would be seriously worried. From what 
I got from that motherfucker Moeffuer he doesn’t give a shit about you, 
and I’m going to use that to my advantage.’ 

‘How?’ 

‘You’ll see.’ 

We pulled in to the park. I got Juggs to park over by the other side, 
well away from the main road so nobody could see the motorhome. I 
taped up St. Pierre’s mouth, stretched him out on the couch and tied his 
ankles and wrists to the arm rests. 

Juggs came over and joined me. ‘Isn’t he cute,’ she mocked. 

‘All tied up with nowhere to go.’ 

‘Now what?’ she asked me, for about the tenth time today. 

‘Now we go to bed,’ I told her. She started to get excited. ‘To sleep!’ 
and then sulked on me. 
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I don’t know how many hours I slept, couldn’t even remember dozing 
off with Juggs’ warm naked body snug up against mine, in a double bed 
that was surprisingly comfortable. But it was now way past sunrise. I 
could even hear birds singing as if we were really out in the sticks. 

I got up to check St. Pierre. He scrutinised me with suspicious eyes 
and looked like he hadn’t slept a wink. I ripped the tape off his mouth 
(the guy didn’t say a word) and got a pot of coffee on the stove, boiled it 
up, had a cigarette whilst waiting, stubbed it out, had a cup of coffee, 
followed by my third C of the morning, and felt much better for it. 

Today was going to be a long day. I had a feeling about it and knew I 
would have to be on form, but thank God I did get some sleep, and so did 
Juggs. We both needed it. She joined us in what I supposed passed for 
the lounge of this vehicle after a quick shower. She looked good, not 
radiant, but at least better than yesterday, with a sparkle in her eye, and 
gave me a long kiss in front of St. Pierre, deliberately averting her eyes 
to where he was now sitting, just to wind him up. 

‘Don’t tell me you two have become lovers? I don’t believe it,’ he 
snarled, disapprovingly. 

‘Yes,’ she cooed. ‘Full on. And he can’t keep his dick out of me,’ she 
told him with a smile, then turned to me and said, ‘Can you?’ 

‘Hey, I’m only trying to keep it warm,’ I joked. 

She laughed. I laughed. But St. Pierre wasn’t laughing, and looked 
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away in disgust as if he was a queer himself, despite having a daughter. 

My hand couldn’t help but wander into the folds of the bathrobe she 
was wearing and found what it was looking for, her big heaving breasts. 
She felt and smelt so good I could have eaten her for breakfast. 

As if reading my mind, she asked, ‘What do you want for breakfast?’ 

‘You,’ I joked again. 

‘Oh, Harmon, you can have me later, when this is all over.’ 

‘You two!’ St. Pierre bellowed. ‘You’re acting like two school kids as 
if this is all some fucking joke. Do you realise what my people are doing 
right now? They are going to be hunting you down. Once they find out 
you’ve still got the diamond they’ll kill you to get it back, and you’re 
standing there messing around like it’s a game. Realise the seriousness of 
the situation you’re in.’ 

‘What’s so special about the diamond, anyways?’ she asked him. 

‘Never you mind. But it is more important than me, you, and him put 
together, and they will do everything possible to get it back. Why do you 
think they entrusted me with it? Because they could trust me.’ 

‘That’s what I’m counting on. You see, they know the diamond’s in 
my possession, or should do by now,’ I said, checking my watch. It was 
just gone nine. ‘So I think we can safely assume they’ve checked the box 
and found it empty. There was nothing in it anyway. Depending on what 
time Leatherman, or Rimbaud, or whatever he’s called, got back to the 
stadium, they know that we have escaped and are on the run somewhere. 
But they also know we are going to be at her father’s funeral today.’ 

‘You must be mad going there. Our people will be all over the place.’ 

‘Exactly. And you are coming with us. You are going to be between 
us and them, like a human shield.’ 

‘Then what?’ he asked. 

‘Yes, Harmon. Then what?’ she repeated. 

I may be psychic but that does not mean to say I can predict the 
future. Besides, it never plays out that way. It is impossible to predict 
forthcoming events except in general terms and not in isolated incidents. 
In a way, everything we experience has already happened, on another 
plane. The event-acts, as they can be called, cascade down from higher 
planes accumulating energy on the way down, some stronger, some 
weaker, but it is usually the former that break through on to this plane 
and we then become aware of them. Yet anything can happen during that 
descent which could off-balance an event-act and make it manifest in a 
different way, or rather in a slighdy altered form, in the same way that 
you were in line to win this week’s big jackpot in the lottery, but 
something deflected the event’s path, and it passed to your next-door 
neighbour instead. It was a feat to predict anything and get it right, but 
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what they were asking me now was impossible because it relied purely 
on human behaviour, and our responses to situations, which are never 
predictable, with all sorts of variables thrown in. I had a rough idea of 
what was going to happen, but if anybody, like Juggs, for example, did 
anything unexpected, it would alter the whole course of events. So 1 had 
to be on my guard. 

‘Then we live happily ever after,’ I joked. 

‘God, you’re pathetic, Capri,’ St. Pierre started moaning. ‘And you, 
Juggs, my daughter did actually have a soft spot for you. Did you know 
that? Now she’s gone. What a terrible waste. I had such plans for her.’ 

‘Like father, like daughter,’ 1 quipped. 

‘Yeah, such a terrible tragedy, that accident,’ Juggs mocked. 

‘An accident, was it? 1 don’t think so. ft might have been, because it 
looked like the back tyres had blown. But that could’ve been caused by 
someone shooting them out. Who knows, you could have done it, Capri, 
with that gun of yours.’ 

1 just shook my head and said, ‘No way. 1 didn’t even know where 
she was. Besides, why would I want to kill your daughter?’ 

‘Jealousy. She was coming between you and Juggs here.’ 

‘Really? Well, you carry on believing that. But let me tell you, that is 
a pretty low motive to kill someone. I only kill people who themselves 
are killers.’ 

‘That’s right,’ Juggs chipped in. ‘Who knows? She might have been a 
killer herself, because someone killed my father. How do we know it 
wasn’t her?’ 

St. Pierre was now shaking his head. ‘You just don’t get it, do you? 
We’re all expendable. We are nothing. Human lives do not come into the 
equation. It is the results that count. Why do you think we have wars? It 
is because we want to kill people? Of course not. ft’s because we want to 
make changes in the world, and if people get killed then that is simply 
unfortunate. ’ 

‘Collateral damage,’ I chipped in. 

‘Exactly. And who came up with that term? We did. That was our 
way of conveying to the government the importance of military action 
and minimising the value of human life. In that way we were able to 
bring them round to our point of view and get them involved in wars on 
our behalf, like in Vietnam, Iraq, Afghanistan. Because in the wider 
picture we are merely pawns in a game that is global. We’re insignificant 
and inconsequential, all of us, as long as the desired result is achieved.’ 

‘Well, you carry on thinking that because when I take you in to that 
funeral you are liable to end up being nothing but collateral damage. Just 
you remember that.’ 
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I told Juggs to get dressed. We had wasted enough time as it was 
listening to St. Pierre and his sermon, as if he was trying to convert us 
and get us to join an organisation I still didn’t believe in. 

After Juggs got dressed into her usual jeans and blouse we started 
heading back into town, with me sitting at the front, occasionally 
spinning round in the big armchair to keep an eye on our guest. He was 
saying anything now, pleading with us, telling us he would give us what 
ever we wanted, and still extolling the beliefs and virtues of the MD’s: he 
knew he was doomed. These people would not hesitate shooting him if 
he got in the way, something else 1 was relying on. I hated killing people 
if it was unnecessary, but if they killed him on my behalf then that would 
mitigate my responsibility and be another enemy off my list. I smiled at 
St. Pierre, at the thought of using him in this way, and doubted if he 
could even handle one bullet passing through his precious body. 

‘Harmon, we’re here,’ Juggs informed me, and pulled up. ‘There’s a 
small boutique down there.’ 

‘OK. Park up here on the side.’ I checked my watch. Nearly ten. ‘I’ll 
give you an hour. Don’t hang about. Buy what you think is best for the 
occasion, don’t forget the hat, and get back as quickly as possible.’ I was 
about to say something else, but stopped myself, and frowned at the man. 

Juggs read my expression. ‘What’s the matter?’ 

‘Him, that’s the matter.’ 

‘What do you mean?’ 

‘Well, think about it. The man is famous round here. Everyone knows 
what he looks like. There’s been reports on the television he is missing. 
Everybody is looking for him now. The cops, his family, his people, and 
we’re going into a public place where he’ll be recognised. Also, I bet 
they’ll be news coverage of your father’s funeral. He was a well-known, 
well-respected man, and St. Pierre will be spotted straight away. We 
need to disguise him, just partially, until we can get him inside.’ 

‘Well, how about a hat?’ she suggested. 

‘No. He’ll have to take it off. It’s a fucking funeral.’ 

‘Or maybe an eye-patch?’ 

‘That’ll make him stick out.’ 

‘How about a wig? They sell men’s wigs next door to the boutique.’ 

Now that wasn’t such a bad idea. As he was bald, it was his most 
identifiable feature. A wig would cover that up, but not make him look 
too different, so at least he would be recognised by his own men. 

‘Good idea. Get him a wig.’ 

‘What colour?’ she asked me, seriously. 

‘Does it matter what colour?’ I shouted at her. 

‘Well it might to him. He’s the one who’s gonna be wearing it.’ 
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‘Jesus!’ I fumed. ‘Just get him a wig. OK, make it black. Get some 
Superglue while your at it,’ I kind of jested, and watched St. Pierre 
squirm in his seat. Juggs loved the idea. We watched her leave, heading 
out the door. He then looked at me as if 1 was stupid and started shaking 
his head. 

‘Don’t worry, old man,’ I told him, ‘this situation was brought about 
not by me but by you and your people. And I’ve a funny feeling it won’t 
just be her father’s funeral we’re attending today, but also yours.’ 

He ignored me and continued to snarl under his breath, then, ‘I’m 
rich, Capri. I will pay you anything, put please don’t use me like this.’ 

‘We’ve been through all this before. Isn’t it funny how you people 
think you can buy your way out of situations? Do you really think I give 
a shit about you or your money? I’m not interested. I’ve got a job to do 
and I’m going to do it. Now, when Juggs gets back and gets changed into 
her new outfit, you, me, and her are going to walk into that crematorium. 
You’re going to be standing next to me the whole time. And my Preston, 
which I have already demonstrated to you, is going to be poking into 
your ribs under my jacket the whole time. One false move and I won’t 
hesitate to use it, if they don’t kill you first. So I would suggest you 
behave accordingly and savour the few precious moments you have left 
of your stinking, rotten life.’ 

After what seemed like eternity Juggs finally reappeared. 

Why is it always that women take so long when it comes to shopping? 
I learnt in the past: never go shopping with women who are looking for a 
new dress to wear. They’ll be trying everything on, asking for your 
approval, and reconsider regardless of what you say, and then go back to 
the first dress they tried on and settle for that instead, wasting a whole 
hour in the process. I have little patience as it is, but I would rather sit 
here with the enemy than go shopping with a girl like Juggs who would 
probably drive me up the wall. What a situation; to be stuck here with a 
preacher trying to convert me, or a girl who can’t make up her mind! 

She started explaining she was spoilt for choice; she didn’t know 
whether to go for this dress or that one, whether the small one with the 
sequins, or the one with the buttons down the back, or the sleeveless one 
with straps. So it went on. I told her to get changed and make it quick. 

She passed me a small brown paper bag and disappeared. The bag 
contained a wig made from real hair, dyed black, which unfortunately 
ruined its authenticity, but it would have to do. Whilst I was trying to put 
it on him to see what it looked like, he was complaining and protesting 
about having to wear it so much, in the end I had to tape up his mouth. 

Juggs came back from the bedroom now attired in a little black 
number, strapless and short. It hugged every contour of her body and was 
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so tight I was surprised I couldn’t see any panty lines. 

‘That’s because I’m not wearing any,’ she chuckled. 

She put her hat on, tided it at a slight angle, and demonstrated it had a 
thin black veil which hung just below her jaw-line. It was worth going to 
a funeral just to see her dressed like this. She looked like a proper 
woman. I wanted to bend her over the steering wheel and take her from 
behind, pound her so hard her face would be squashed up against the 
windscreen, but I resisted. 

‘You look lovely,’ I gushed, and lifted up her veil and gave her a full 
kiss on the lips, and smiled. 

‘Well, better than him.’ Juggs indicated St. Pierre. 

We both turned round and faced him. With his wig on, he looked 
ridiculous. Juggs and I started laughing so much we practically peed 
ourselves. But I had to stop. This was no laughing matter. It was serious. 

After we calmed down, I said to Juggs, ‘You forgot the glue!’ 

‘I thought you were joking.’ 

I was, sort of. ‘I just hope he doesn’t try to take it off. Don’t suppose 
you’ve got a stapler or nail gun handy?’ 

‘Now, you are joking.’ Juggs started laughing again. 

Eventually she stopped so I could ask her a serious question. ‘What 
are the arrangements for today? How are you supposed to get there?’ 

‘The lawyer arranged everything, but our chauffeur was supposed to 
drive me there. ’ 

‘OK. Well, get him on the blower and tell him to pick us up here in 
the next ten minutes.’ 

She rang him using the phone on board and confirmed he would be 
here. I then looked to St. Pierre and tapped my left breast just to remind 
him of my gun, then untied him and ripped the tape off his mouth and 
told him that if he should make the slightest attempt to remove his wig, I 
would blast him. I then made him wait for the signal. 

There was a toot from a car outside. 

‘That’s him,’ Juggs announced. 

‘OK, let’s go.’ 

I instructed her to bring her handbag with the gun in it, some cash in 
case we needed it, and to be strong. Afterwards there was going to be a 
small reception arranged by the lawyer. He had taken care of everything, 
including sending out all the invites, the funeral expenses—which her 
old man had paid for years in advance of his eventual demise—the time 
and place, etc. Juggs didn’t have to do anything. No doubt he would have 
been trying to get hold of her prior to the day or even this morning, but 
she was tied up, literally. 

So was I. 
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We climbed into a stretched limo which was bullet-proof, apparently. 
I wasn’t too concerned about getting hit yet. There was no way they were 
going to do anything, not until we got there. The drive only took ten 
minutes, but at least we arrived in style rather than a motorhome. Juggs 
looked every bit the grieving daughter, now with her veil down, and she 
played the part beautifully by stepping out of the limo like a lady and not 
a dyke getting off a trike. 

The service was being held in the small crematorium on Leopold 
Street. When we arrived people were already pulling up in their cars all 
down the street, some in BMW’s, some in Mercedes, some in Jags or 
Daimlers. It was a bigger turn out than I anticipated. I was introduced to 
the lawyer as a friend of the family. He wasn’t very happy because he 
had been trying to ring Juggs all morning. I apologised on her behalf by 
explaining she was too grief-stricken to cope with it all and had wanted 
to be alone. I was then introduced to other members of her family, some 
she hadn’t seen for years, and a few even coming all the way from New 
York, which I found intriguing. They all offered their condolences and 
said what a wonderful man Goldstein was. We then proceeded into the 
crematorium itself. 

Jews are normally buried. It is mandatory and part of their religion. 
Yet there is no explicit prohibition against cremation. It is rather treated 
as a strictly taboo subject, especially after World War Two and the Nazi 
holocaust. Seeing their loved ones being burned in a cremation had too 
many connotations and reminders of all the millions burnt during that 
war. But even so, despite this, cremation was becoming increasingly 
popular with Jews for various reasons, most of which relate to cost as 
well as convenience. So therefore I could not help feeling a degree of 
sympathy for all concerned here. But when they brought out the casket I 
began to understand why this was a cremation. It was so small there 
could have been a dead cat in it. 

Juggs, seeing the casket, gripped my hand. I could see a tear rolling 
down her cheek under the veil as the Jewish prayers were being read out 
by the rabbi (there was some dispute over whether or not a rabbi should 
officiate rather than a priest, I later learned), then I whispered into St. 
Pierre’s ear, ‘You’re responsible for this,’ which he ignored. Instead he 
continued looking round, nervous. I nudged my gun into his ribs and 
made sure he joined in. 

After the eulogy was read out, we were all invited to bend our heads 
and recite a hymn. I daren’t take my eyes off St. Pierre in case he tried 
something, but kept looking round with no sinister agents in sight. I was 
expecting Moeffuer at least to put in an appearance. It would probably be 
later at the reception being held in the communal hall in town. That was 
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a public place, but the reception itself was in a private room and chosen 
because of the excellent facilities and its reputable banquets, apparently. 

The service was brief, barely lasting half an hour. We all congregated 
outside and waited for the ashes to be delivered. I was tempted to light 
up a cigarette whilst we waited but that would have been disrespectful. I 
looked to Juggs instead, and a d mired her. She was holding up well, 
considering what she had been through the past day or two, and her 
demeanour was calm and collected, but then it almost disappeared into 
hysterical sobbing when the ashes were brought out in a tiny silver urn. 
She took it reluctandy in her slightly trembling hands. The thought of it 
being all that was left of her father must have killed her inside. 1 lifted up 
her veil and dabbed her tears with my hanky. 

As I expected, there were a few photographers from the local press, 
but no news crew from the television station. We had our photos taken, 
and no one suspected or even guessed the funny man with the wig was 
the missing St. Pierre. The disguise had worked, so far. 

We were then ushered into the limo. Juggs climbed in the back with 
me beside her and St. Pierre on the seat facing us. A couple of her 
relatives were joining us for the short drive who kept looking at him as it 
was quite obvious he was wearing a wig which clearly didn’t suit him, or 
befit a man of his calibre. We tried to keep a straight face and had to be 
very tactful when they started asking questions about this man they had 
never seen before. We explained he was an old friend of her father’s and 
he was contributing to the funeral service, with tongue firmly in cheek. 

Juggs wanted to hit me. She whispered in my ear, ‘How long do we 
have to keep up this pretence? The man responsible for my father’s death 
is sitting right opposite me and I want to kill him.’ 

‘Patience,’ I whispered back, patting her knee. ‘All in good time.’ 

The limo pulled up outside the hall. An usher opened the door for us. 
We climbed out with nervous anticipation. I was expecting the sound of 
gunfire any minute as we were now easy targets, totally exposed before 
we could walk inside. Whatever was to happen today it would happen 
here. I just knew it. But they couldn’t kill us straight off as they had no 
idea where the diamond was. They would have to interrogate us first. To 
kill us here would also be stupid; there were plenty of witnesses around. 

I had to practically force Juggs into the private room. She was losing 
her bottle, and kept wanting to turn round and walk away. She would 
rather be anywhere else but here; so would I, but this was the only way I 
could draw them out. Perhaps her emotions were now getting to her, 
weakening her defences; I kept telling her to be strong. 

She handed the urn to her lawyer and asked him to take care of it and 
then helped herself to a glass of wine. 1 took one as well and passed 
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another to St. Pierre, ordering him to act natural. He kept looking over 
his shoulder, nervously, fearing even his own shadow. Like me, he too 
knew something was going to happen. 

I sipped my wine slowly and surveyed every face I came across. Most 
of them were friendly and would smile in return. I suggested to Juggs to 
mingle. There were many people here, more than I would’ve wished, and 
too many for me to suss out. She needed to get back on track and act the 
grieving daughter. 

‘Well, St. Pierre, where are they?’ 

‘Oh, they’re here. But as I said, you are too blind to see them.’ 

I looked around again, trying to scrutinise every face. He was right: if 
they were here I definitely couldn’t see them. But how can you recognise 
someone when you don’t even know them or what they look like? Would 
Moeffuer’s henchmen be walking around waving guns all over the place? 
Of course not. Were they all built like Rocky and Rimbaud? Probably, 
but at least those two weren’t here. I never wanted to see them again, as 
long as I lived. 

I pretended to make pleasantries with any passing guest, offering the 
odd ‘Hello’ here and there and ‘Nice to meet you,’ that sort of thing. One 
old lady thought I had been through the wars, remarking on the slight 
bruising still apparent on my face, the not so black eye, and the small cut 
just above my forehead. If she had seen me yesterday she would have 
thought I was a thug, but a good night’s sleep had thankfully already 
started the healing process. Besides, I used my sleep last night to sink 
into a pool of blue light, and imagined the power of the colour coursing 
through my body, healing me on every level, not just physically, and 
would probably do the same again tonight to speed up the process. I 
reckoned, despite the amount of damage sustained, that I would be 
fighting fit by next week. One thing these people didn’t know; I heal 
very quickly. 

Another lady, tall and slim, her face covered with a lace veil, gave me 
a meek smile and waved. I was about to nod back when something struck 
me as odd. I didn’t remember seeing her at the service. But then again 
she might not have been invited. Also, the eyes were familiar, what I 
could see of them. I was struggling to recall where I had seen them 
before when I noticed her join a group of four men at the other end and 
gestured with her head to them in my direction. Then it clicked: 
‘Moeffuer!’ I gasped. I frantically started scouring the rest of the guests 
looking for Juggs. She had disappeared right before my eyes. 

‘Shit!’ I hissed, and grabbed St. Pierre by the arm and started 
dragging him towards the back. They must have taken her outside 
through the rear entrance. The lady in black turned round, smiled and did 
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her own disappearing trick through the back, the people he/she were 
talking to now converged in front of me and blocked my exit. One of 
them discreedy pulled out a knife and started coming towards me. I 
grabbed St. Pierre, spun him round, and threw him at my assailant. The 
blade went straight into him. He buckled. I pushed him into the body of 
men and made my escape, chasing after Moeffuer. But when I got 
outside there was no sign of him. 

I spun round to see his henchmen closing in, all four of them. I pulled 
out my Preston and blasted the nearest one, the goon who was waving a 
blood-stained knife at me. He went down in acute agony. The rest took 
cover, fearing for their lives. 

I dashed up the street, back towards Juggs’ motorhome. It was about a 
mile away. I dodged through all the back streets, zigzagging this way and 
that to throw off my opponents. It was a good job I drove round that day 
and made a mental map of the place otherwise I would be completely 
lost. They had no idea where we were parked. I had to assume St. Pierre 
was now dead, having received a fatal stab to the heart. I doubted if he 
would have been able to tell them anything anyway or even had the time 
to talk. As for Juggs: I didn’t know where the fuck she was. I just prayed 
I was wrong and she had left on her own accord, chickened out, and ran 
back to her vehicle, and not been abducted again. I was about to find out. 

By the time I got back to the motorhome I was panting and sweating. 
I did a detour which took me to the other side of town and back. I then 
checked the door. It wasn’t locked. That meant Juggs must be inside. I 
opened the door gently, still with my Preston in the defensive position, 
and climbed in apprehensive. I needn’t have worried. Juggs was sitting 
on the couch facing me. 

‘You’re safe. Thank God for that,’ I gushed, and put my gun away, 
about to go over and kiss her. 

But she shook her head and indicated to the front of the vehicle. The 
armchair I usually sat in spun round. It was Rocky. Instinctively, I was 
about to reach for my gun. He brought up his first and I felt another one 
in my back. 

‘Drop it,’ a man ordered from behind, and pushed me into the centre 
of the small lounge area. 

I dropped my gun and put my hands up in the air and turned to see my 
old friend, Rimbaud. He kept his gun on me and closed the door behind 
him and ushered me to go over to the couch and join Juggs. Sitting down 
beside her I could see her hands were firmly tied behind her back. 

‘Sorry, Harmon,’ she said resignedly. 

I felt like coming out with some old hackneyed phrase like, ‘We can’t 
keep meeting like this,’ but my humour was wearing thin. I simply said, 
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‘I’m sorry too.’ Then I became aware of a tall dark figure coming into 
the room from the back of the vehicle. It was Moeffuer, now with his 
face unveiled. 

‘The man in white turns into the woman in black,’ I jested. 

‘Precisely, Capri. I always like to dress up, don’t you?’ 

He then gestured to Rocky and whoever else was sitting in the front to 
get the thing started. We pulled away and started heading West out of 
town. 

‘Where to this time, Moeffuer? Back to the stadium?’ 

‘No, I have something far better in mind. You see, I don’t think it 
would be much point asking you where the diamond is. You seem to 
have a high level of resistance to pain. Our attempts to extract the correct 
information so far have failed, so we thought we would give you a 
demonstration instead. Then you’ll hand it over.’ 

‘Don’t tell me it wasn’t in my box in New York! I’ve been robbed,’ I 
jested again. 

‘There’s no need to be flippant, Capri. You and I both know it was 
never going to be there in the first place. I think we need to demonstrate 
the enormity of our power. As you seem to trivialise our every move, and 
have this annoying habit of disregarding everything we say, we are going 
to go on a little journey in this quite convenient vehicle belonging to 
your girlfriend, with some of my men in tow.’ 

Moeffuer indicated to the back of the vehicle. The henchmen from the 
reception were now probably following in a car behind us, so it would be 
foolish to try to do anything unless I could shake them off. But first I 
would have to get control of this vehicle. As Rimbaud had also now tied 
my hands behind my back, I couldn’t see how. 

‘So where are you taking us?’ 

‘You’ll see.’ 

I turned to Juggs and said, ‘You look good in black.’ 

I thought the compliment may raise a smile. But all she could do was 
look down at her feet. 

‘Yes, I must admit she does,’ Moeffuer agreed. ‘Lovely funeral, by 
the way.’ 

‘I only hope yours is less glamorous,’ I told him. ‘I bet you’ve already 
arranged it, haven’t you?’ 

‘You should be more worried about yours, Capri, because it may be 
sooner than you think.’ 

I ignored the man and looked out the window instead. We seemed to 
be on Interstate 10, heading for Texas. Moeffuer could read my mind. 

‘Yes, we are going to Texas. Houston, in fact. We’ve got a long way 
to go, so I suggest you make yourselves comfortable. ’ 
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‘Why Houston?’ I asked impatiently. 

‘You’ll see,’ he repeated. 

I tried to make myself as comfortable as 1 could. It was hard sitting 
back with both arms in the way. I was tempted to try unpicking the binds 
round my wrists but I couldn’t even reach the ends with my fingers. 
Moeffuer was scoffing at me as if he knew what I was going to try to do, 
having learnt from the last time to make sure the knots were extra secure. 
This time my hands were bound clasped together as if in an attitude of 
prayer. I knew why. It was confirmed when I glanced over to my gun 
which had been left lying on the floor, useless to anybody except me. 
With my hands like this it would be impossible to grab it, let alone try to 
fire it in such a way that my palm came into contact with the studs on the 
grip. Moeffuer’s smug nod told me that. I gave up. 

‘Just sit back and relax, Capri.’ 
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PROJECT ZEPHYR 


A good two hours must have passed before we finally reached our 
destination. The motorhome came off the interstate and we were going 
round the outskirts of Houston. Then we took a sharp turn that had me 
bumping up against Juggs. She had dozed off. Suddenly she woke up and 
tried to gauge where we were from what little information she could 
glean from the windows. She couldn’t and looked to me as if I knew. I 
shrugged and went back to the windows. We needed to know so if we 
did escape at least we then had a rough idea of our whereabouts and the 
direction to take. We next took a dip as if going down some steep 
gradient and into an underground parking lot. The driver had to put the 
lights on to see where he was going. It must be a long concrete tunnel 
running under the city. Eventually we came to a stop. 

‘Ah, we’re here. Excellent,’ Moeffuer exclaimed. 

Rocky and Rimbaud gestured for us to stand up and get out, their 
guns fixed on us all the time. The driver came out as well. We were 
manhandled away from the vehicle and had to wait for Moeffuer to join 
us, still dressed in his lady’s attire. Incredibly, he put his hat back on like 
he was going to a ball or a day at Ascot. It was very bizarre. 

His henchmen from the trailing car joined us and pulled out their 
guns, then prodded us to follow him through these big doors and into a 
massive room full of control banks with personnel running round as if 
this was the nerve centre of his operation. He indicated a long table and 
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gestured for us to sit down. His henchmen forced us into our chairs and 
surprisingly untied our wrists, ft was good feeling the blood flow back 
into our hands after nearly three hours. 



Moeffuer disappeared behind some panelled doors. Juggs and I just 
looked at each other then around us trying to work out where we were 
and what this was all about. And most important of all: why we had been 
brought here. He said something earlier about a demonstration. Is this 
what he meant? 

Before we could even begin to conceive of his evil plan, Moeffuer 
reappeared, this time as a man, clad in a white suit with his ridiculous 
make-up removed. I was pleased as I could not take him seriously as a 
woman. It reminded me of a guy I used to work for who was going 
through a sex change, but by law he had to live as a woman for six 
months before he could have the op. It was strange seeing him come into 
the office one day wearing his suit and tie, then the next a dress and 
make-up with his hair all coiffured. I could handle taking orders from 
him as a man, but not when he was pretending to be a woman. I couldn’t 
help noticing the mascara round his eyes and lipstick on his lips and 
rouge upon his cheeks, but with a slight hint of stubble on his chin. It 
was laughable. At least Moeffuer was now back to his old sinister self. 

‘This, as you are probably aware,’ he began his delivery, ‘is our 
underground lair, twenty years in the making. This is where we have full 
access to all of NASA’s controls, their tracking system, etc., for their HQ 
is just a mile away from here. And this is what it is all about.’ 

He picked up a remote and pressed a button. The table we were seated 
at opened in the middle with a model of a satellite rising up out of it. It 
stopped when it reached its full height above the table, then huge solar 
panels fanned out from it on either side. 
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‘Welcome to Project Zephyr,’ he announced. 

‘Zephyr,’ I said to myself. Then to Juggs, ‘Zephyr. Ze fire.’ 

She clicked and then giggled. So did I. 

Moeffuer ignored us, thinking we were taking the piss, and continued. 
‘This is a model of the most advanced and most sophisticated satellite yet 
to be launched into space, only a representation, you understand, as it is 
still in the experimental stage.’ He picked up a baton and started 
indicating various parts of the model. ‘These solar panels automatically 
lock on to the sun as the satellite orbits the earth, generating enough 
power to keep 100,000 homes in energy 24 hours a day for at least a 
year. This laser,’ indicating a projection sticking out from its head, ‘will 
focus on any cloud directly beneath it and force it to release its contents 
as rainwater by sending a beam of heat energy, the same energy we use 
in normal everyday microwave ovens to heat up food. Now, in case you 
don’t know how a microwave works, I’ll explain in very clear terms ...’ 

I just sat there and folded my arms pretending to be bored. This was 
the sort of lecture I used to hear at college, and that was years ago. 

Moeffuer continued. ‘The magnetron in a microwave oven converts 
electricity into radio waves and blasts them through the wave guide. The 
microwaves then bounce off the reflective metal walls around the inner 
compartment, pass through the food, causing the molecules in the food to 
vibrate. The friction generated by the molecules vibrating produces heat 
which in turn heats up the food. 

‘On the same principle, our satellite houses a magnetron, but about 
1000 times the size of a conventional microwave oven. The microwaves 
are beamed down the laser and, when hitting a cloud, it causes the 
molecules in the cloud to vibrate, producing moisture, thus forcing the 
clouds to release their contents. So, theoretically, we can produce rain 
any time we want, as long as there is a cloud in the sky. Now, on the 
same principle, should we decide that we need a cloud in a specific place 
but there isn’t one available, we find the nearest and point our laser at it 
and force it over to where we need it by using a different type of energy. 
We can thus move a cloud into position directly above any designated 
area, blast it with microwaves to produce rain where required. In that 
way, we can have rain whenever and wherever we want it. 

‘So, for example, we could manoeuvre a cloud over Africa from the 
south to the north and hold it over the Sahara desert and force it to 
produce rain in one of the driest places on the planet. If we were to 
cultivate the sand of the desert, turn it into proper soil, and make it arable 
with a continuous rainfall over a short period, we could produce crops to 
feed people. Or, as we had last year, there were terrible wildfires in 
California, wiping out thousands of acres. The emergency response was 
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to use helicopters to disperse water or powder over the ignited areas to 
control the fire and stop it from spreading. But why use helicopters when 
you have something else in the air? Clouds, and lots of them, just off the 
coast of California in the Pacific. By forcing them over the affected area 
and manipulating them we could have produced rainwater, enough to 
extinguish all the fires, saving hundreds of lives, thousands of residential 
properties, and millions of dollars in taxpayers’ money. 

‘Now, I am sure as the Englishman that you are, Capri, you are 
familiar with the flooding last year that occurred in the Home Counties 
of your country. I believe other areas were seriously affected by severe 
flooding. And what caused the flooding? Heavy downpours! By moving 
the clouds away from the land and back into the sea areas, we could have 
avoided such catastrophes. Even in India they recently had so much rain 
in such a short period of time that it caused mudslides, wiping out whole 
villages, and killing thousands of people. 

‘Now, we are all familiar with climate change, global warming, etc., 
and these factors are said to be getting worse. Over the past three years 
alone we have seen a dramatic increase in rainfall, flooding, and other 
phenomenal changes in weather patterns, etc., all disasters which we put 
down to nature, and are said to be getting worse. However, if we had the 
perfect tool at our disposal, we could stop all that once Project Zephyr is 
completed.’ 

‘You want to control the weather,’ I butted in. 

‘Precisely.’ 

‘And by controlling the weather you can control the world, just like 
the stock markets.’ 1 turned to Juggs and said: ‘World domination, the 
same old shit.’ 

‘No, not control the world: save it!’ 

‘You’re mad,’ I told him. 

‘Don’t mock me, Capri!’ he shouted. 

‘Save the world? You could easily destroy it. If this plan of yours was 
to work, what is to stop you from keeping rain away from the countries 
that need it, then holding them to ransom? You could make a fortune. 
Also, how do we know you’re not going to threaten to deluge some low- 
lying countries unless they obey your demands? You’re power mad. You 
already control everything else so why not control the weather. After all, 
it is the weather that affects crops. Look at the ancient Egyptian 
civilisation. They were so dependent on the rains to the south bringing 
the flood of the Nile each year to irrigate their land they worshipped it as 
a god. The inundation controlled their whole culture and way of life. And 
this is the same principle here, except you’re no god and nobody wants to 
worship you.’ 
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‘You persist in provoking me!’ he barked. ‘I thought you might be 
interested in our project and see its benefits, yet you only see the 
negative side and deliberately fail to understand our intentions. We could 
be enriching the world, sorting out its problems, diverting water where 
it’s needed to ensure the crops grow so that there is enough food for 
everyone. Just think, Capri: no more starvation, plenty of food to go 
round for everyone, and enough rainwater for all the vegetation so that 
even the animals can feed, many of which are now threatened with 
extinction because of man’s interference in the past with their eco¬ 
systems. No more sterile, dry places like deserts which occupy at least a 
third of the land masses of the earth put together.’ 

‘It sounds good to me,’ chipped in Juggs. 

‘Don’t be fooled by his rhetoric, Juggs,’ I told her. ‘These are sinister 
people who are controlling prices like oil. Your friend’s father, St. Pierre, 
told me that much.’ 

‘But did he tell you about Prince Abulaffia’s intentions?’ 

I nodded. 

‘Excuse me, I’m confused here,’ Juggs admitted. ‘What has all this 
got to do with the diamond? That’s the reason you brought us here, isn’t 
it?’ she asked. 

‘Yes, I am glad you reminded me,’ he said. Then leaned over the 
table towards me, practically spitting in my face, ‘Where’s the fucking 
diamond, Capri?’ 

I shrugged my shoulders. 

‘We know it isn’t in New York. You never sent it there,’ the madman 
continued. ‘It isn’t in your hotel room or your car. We searched both 
thoroughly this morning. It’s not in her house. So where the fuck is it?’ 

‘What?’ Juggs gasped. ‘You searched my house? How the fuck did 
you get in? I set the alarm. The place is impregnable.’ 

‘We have our ways,’ he responded coldly. 

‘Why do you want it anyway?’ she asked him. 

I said to her, ‘It’s political. You wouldn’t understand.’ I was repeating 
St. Pierre’s words, not patronising her intelligence. 

‘He’s right,’ the madman continued. ‘You see, if the Prince goes 
ahead with his promise and drops the oil prices, we will be forced to as 
well, and stand to lose billions. In which case this plan of ours will never 
get off the ground. Although we’ve got a mainline to NASA’s space 
technology centre, we still need billions to fund the project. Do you 
know how much it costs to put a satellite in space?’ he asked me. 

I shrugged my shoulders as I didn’t have a clue. 

‘You can work it out for yourself. Put it this way, taking into account 
maximum thrust, escape velocity, the payload of not only this giant 
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satellite—the largest of its kind ever to be put into orbit—also the rocket 
and its fuel supply, you’re talking about a trillion dollars, and that is to 
get it built, get the thing into orbit, plus all the other costs on top of that, 
like maintaining it, manning it 24 hours a day from down here, etc. 
Incredibly expensive. Just getting into space will cost the earth as 90% of 
the mass of a typical rocket is propellant. At take-off it burns up 80% of 
the fuel at $20,000 a second.’ 

‘Hey! That’s more than my car,’ I joked. 

‘I’m glad you see the funny side, Capri, because I don’t, and the 
Prince is thwarting our plans, because it is our revenue from the oil we 
sell which is currently funding the project.’ 

‘Then why not go to the government? I’m sure they’ll be interested.’ 

‘We are the government, you fool. But we are not as rich as you think 
we are. This country cannot afford such a project as this as it is deemed a 
vanity exercise, nothing but a waste of taxpayer’s money. Yet there was 
talk about making this a global project many years ago involving other 
countries. We were even talking to Russia, the Middle East, Japan, some 
of the European countries, including Britain, I might add. But most of the 
talks failed due to internal bickering, like who was going to pay for it all, 
who was going to run it, who would get priority if there were more than 
one natural disaster at the same time. Prioritisation was, in fact, the main 
reason why our secret talks broke down. Also, other countries baulked at 
making a decision, like India and China, wanting to impose sanctions 
and started arguing about costs, etc; no unanimous agreement could be 
reached in the end. A pity, because we were pitching the idea as a global 
collective in one of the recent summits, and we were even talking about 
calling the project “International Rescue” to underline the fact that it was 
a multinational enterprise, not just one country like us, with my design 
for this craft being designated “Fab I.” So the only way forward is to 
complete the build ourselves. And the diamond is the only leverage 
we’ve got to stop the Prince ruining everything. I’m going to ask you one 
more time, Capri: where the fuck is it?’ 

‘And what if I refuse to hand it over?’ 

‘It’s simple; we kill her. Should you still prove to be uncooperative, 
we kill you. ’ 

‘Which you’re gonna do anyway.’ 

‘Don’t try to be a hero, Capri. It’s not worth it. The world isn’t going 
to thank you for your efforts. I suggest you hand it over and save us all a 
load of trouble.’ 

‘I would do, but there’s a slight problem. You see, I lost it,’ I lied. 

‘What? Where?’ 

‘I don’t know.’ 


145 



THE MASS DEBATERS 


Juggs could see what I was doing, for she said: ‘Couldn’t you just use 
another one, Mr Moeffuer?’ 

‘Don’t be stupid, girl. There’s no other diamond in the world like it. It 
is unique, incomparable.’ 

‘Then come up with one that looks like it,’ she chipped in again. 

‘Yes. Good idea, Juggs,’ I continued. ‘They’re so stupid, the Saudis 
will never notice the difference anyway. Just make out you’ve still got it 
and produce a fake in its place.’ I turned to Juggs, and said: ‘You know, 
I’ve heard they’re going to be bringing out these amazing things called 
3D printers some day. A team at the NYU are working on one right now. 
They reckon they can replicate almost anything based on a physical 
object, especially something plastic like this ashtray here, or one of your 
favourite toys, not just one either, but multiple copies ...’ 

‘Really? Cos a girl can never have enough dildos,’ Juggs butted in. 
‘Dildos are a girl’s best friend.’ 

‘Exactly. They reckon they’ll even be able to do more complex 
structures, including any carbon-based compound like a dia—. ’ 

Before I could finish the word, Moeffuer slammed his fist down hard. 
‘Stop it, you two! This isn’t some kind of game. Do you honestly think 
we can get away with using a fake? Of course they’ll fucking notice. 
Now, when did you have it last?’ 

‘In the motorhome,’ I replied. 

‘No, we’ve checked there already.’ 

‘Ah, but did you check the trike?’ 

‘Of course we did. Yesterday evening.’ 

‘No. I definitely had it last night when we were on the trike.’ 

‘Which is back in New Orleans, isn’t it?’ 

They obviously hadn’t checked the motorhome thoroughly enough 
otherwise they would have found the secret compartment housing the 
trike, as well as Juggs’ cache of weapons. 

‘No, it’s back there,’ I told them. 

‘Show me,’ he ordered. 

I took one look at Juggs. She knew perfectly well what I was up to. I 
got up and was about to take her hand. 

‘The girl stays here,’ he demanded. 

‘She has to come with me. She’s the only one who knows how to 
operate the device.’ 

‘What device?’ 

‘I’ll show you.’ 

‘If this is another one of your tricks, Capri, I’m warning you ...’ 

But I ignored him and grabbed her hand. I was counting on Juggs 
having replaced the rockets in the trike. ‘Is it ready?’ I asked her, to 
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which she nodded. Once it was open we had to act fast. It was all very 
well getting the trike out, but it needed to be facing them. Hopefully, the 
weapons she stashed yesterday were locked and loaded; we were going 
to need them, all of them, probably. 

Rocky and Rimbaud were trailing behind us watching our every 
move. I was just counting on them being bigger idiots than Moeffuer and 
knew my gun-instinct was faster than Rimbaud, who was all muscle and 
therefore slower. If I was quick enough, I should be able to retrieve my 
gun from the motorhome where they left it on the floor, and use it on 
them. That was one plan. But I also had a contingency. 

‘Well?’ Moeffuer barked, as soon as we reached the vehicle. 

Juggs got the door open, stepped in before the others could see her 
kick my gun away, hoping they would have forgotten about it. Out of 
sight, out of mind, kind of thing. 

She got into the driver’s seat and started the engine, pressing the lever 
by the steering column. The familiar whirring sound emanated from the 
back, then stopped. 

Rimbaud gestured with his gun for her to step out and follow us round 
to the back. Moeffuer, who had been watching fascinated, as the trike 
slowly came into view, was nodding his head in approval. Juggs went 
round to the side and pressed the button. The rack started to lower down 
until it was level with the ground. Luckily the trike was facing the right 
way, towards us, and not the other way which was just the wall alongside 
which we had parked, but with a good ten feet gap. I made a note of that 
as the gap would give us a sheltering space with the motorhome acting as 
the shield, its other side being parallel with the entrance to the lair. Juggs 
climbed on to her trike, inserted the key and got the thing started. 

‘Wait!’ he barked again. ‘Don’t do anything until I instruct you. 
Capri, show me where it is.’ 

I winked at Juggs. It went unnoticed by the others. I stood by the 
machine, then leaned over, my hand going down between her legs until I 
found the lever. 

‘I think I lost it down here because I heard a rattling sound,’ I told 
him, pretending to be fiddling with a part of the engine. As soon as his 
henchmen were in the line of fire, I quickly flicked the lever. Out popped 
the control panel and the rockets. I pressed the button. Before they knew 
what hit them there was a mighty whoosh followed by a loud bang. I was 
thrown back straight into Moeffuer, knocking him flying. His henchmen 
got the full blast and were rolling on the ground screaming, blood 
spurting out everywhere. Juggs, the good girl that she was, rode the trike 
off its rack and towards the door of the lair. She fired another rocket. It 
smashed into the entrance and exploded. I quickly got up and kicked 
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Moeffuer as hard as I could in the gut. He stayed down with a whimper. 

‘Where’s my gun?’ I shouted at her. 

‘It’s under the couch.’ 

She let off another blast into the lair. There was the sound of a loud 
explosion and people screaming. I rushed into the motorhome, found my 
gun, and started firing at the cavalry running down the tunnel with all 
guns blazing. 

‘Quick. Get round the other side.’ 

She scooted to the other side of the vehicle and stopped. I grabbed 
Moeffuer and dragged him along the floor to join her. The motorhome 
was our only wall of defence between us and them. I prayed it was 
bullet-proof, but evidendy it wasn’t. Their bullets were tearing into it. 

‘We need more weapons,’ I shouted above the hail of bullets. As the 
others were getting closer, at point blank range, their bullets were ripping 
into the other side of the vehicle like hot knives tearing through tissue 
paper. I gestured to the compartment where the trike was hidden. ‘Go 
and get them. I’ll keep you covered.’ 

She got off the trike and edged up to the back of the motorhome by 
the rack. As soon as I gave her the nod she reached in and I opened fire 
on the others coming down the tunnel. When they saw the blue bolts 
flashing out of my gun, they soon retreated. But not for long. They were 
calling for back up. More of them would be on the way any minute. 

Juggs grabbed what weapons she could and bundled them down by 
our feet. Moeffuer was still out for the count. I was going to sort him out 
later, if we had time. Juggs grabbed the bazooka and aimed it at the 
tunnel. I nodded for her to fire. She did. There was a magnificent flash of 
light and the sound of compressed air being released followed by a loud 
explosion, taking out most of the tunnel and everyone in it. 

‘Don’t do any more damage to the tunnel or we won’t be able to get 
out of here. Concentrate all your firepower over there,’ I shouted above 
the racket, indicating the room we had been in. ‘Try to seal the entrance 
so they can’t get out.’ 

I concentrated on one or two stragglers who had hidden themselves 
behind some pillars. They were giving me a run for their money, sending 
bullets into what was left off the motorhome, even hitting the water tank 
which was on my side. I was using it as part of a shield, as my last line of 
defence. But a few more holes and there would be nothing left of it. 
Water was already leaking everywhere. 

My Preston was running low on power. I wanted to save what power 
was left for a special purpose so I resorted to a semi-automatic and let off 
a few rounds, whilst she obliterated the entrance with all the firepower 
she had left, bringing down the ceiling by the entrance of the door and 
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blocking it off. A few more rounds from me and the other fuckers were 
dead. The battle was over. 

‘Cease fire,’ I had to shout at her. 

Juggs was getting carried away, in an absolute frenzy, as if all this 
firepower was turning her on. She was loving it, licking her lips as she 
squeezed the trigger, the peaks on her breasts standing out for all to see. 

‘It’s done,’ I told her, and grabbed the gun off her and threw it down. 

‘Is it finished?’ she asked, still intoxicated. 

‘Not quite.’ 

I picked up Moeffuer. He was semi-conscious. I draped his body over 
the trike and pulled his trousers and pants down. Juggs looked at me as if 
to say, ‘What’s all this about?’ and stood back to watch. 

‘Don’t just stand there. Hold him down.’ 

Juggs went round to the other side and grabbed his wrists and hauled 
him over so his butt was right over the saddle and sticking up in the air. 
She held him down as best she could. 

‘What you going to do with him?’ 

‘Give him a taste of his own medicine,’ I told her, and laughed. 

‘Capri,’ I could hear the man moaning. ‘What the devil do you think 
you’re doing?’ 

‘Turning the tables,’ I repeated. 

I shoved the muzzle of my Preston right into him where the sun 
definitely didn’t shine, turned the dial up full—bearing in mind its power 
was running out—and said, ‘It’s been nice knowing you, Motherfucker,’ 
and squeezed the trigger. His body went into a flip. Juggs had to let go of 
his wrists as the body started doing jerky, spasmodic movements all over 
the trike. It then collapsed like a sack of potatoes. There was a gurgling 
sound coming from the back of his throat and I could have sworn, at one 
point, I saw his eyes flicker with a rapture of pleasure. I pulled out my 
gun. It made a horrible squelching noise. There was a strong smell of 
burnt flesh and shit, very pungent. Even Juggs could smell it where she 
was standing. She turned away and winced. I wiped away the mess on 
the muzzle using the tail of his white shirt and re-inserted the gun in my 
holster and rolled what was left of Moeffuer off the trike. He fell in to a 
tangled heap on the floor, inert, and thankfully dead. 

I gave Juggs a big kiss and smiled. ‘You were wonderful,’ I told her, 
and kissed her again, hugging her body so tight that I was practically 
lifting her off the ground. As I did this, my hands found her buttocks. 
Her LBD had slipped up. I was touching bare flesh. Then I remembered 
she had no knickers on. I stopped and put her down. 

‘Now what?’ she complained. 

‘You’re not wearing anything underneath.’ 
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‘So?’ 

‘Think about it. How are we going to get out of here? There’s only 
one mode of transport that isn’t damaged.’ I indicated her trike. 

The car belonging to the henchmen was wiped out, having been hit by 
a hail of bullets. There was very little left of her motorhome, except the 
undercarriage and a few wheels. Our only option was the trike. 

‘What about it?’ 

‘You can hardly go driving round the streets of Houston flashing 
more than just your pretty legs. We’re liable to get pulled over.’ 

‘You’re right. I’ll see if I can salvage anything from what’s left of my 
wardrobe.’ 

I helped her remove some of the debris and found a pile of her 
clothes, most of which was either soaked by the flood from the water 
tank or riddled with bullet holes. Fortunately, there was a pair of jeans, a 
small t-shirt, and some boots still intact. She got changed quickly. 

‘Better?’ she asked. 

I nodded. ‘Much better,’ and kissed her again. 

‘Now what?’ 

‘Now we go home.’ 

She clapped with delight and got back on the trike. She got the motor 
started, flicked the lever, the grills scrolled up, the control panel 
disappeared, and then made some space for me on the back of the saddle. 
I climbed on and clung on to her hips. We pulled away and scooted back 
up the tunnel past all the debris and littered bodies and exited nearly a 
mile further up. Moeffuer’s lair was so deep underground nobody outside 
could have heard all the commotion going on down there. 

Once we were out, Juggs pulled over and stopped. 

‘What’s the matter?’ I asked her. 

‘Which way do you fancy going home?’ 

‘Well, for a start: are we allowed on the interstate on this thing?’ 

‘Of course, it’s perfecdy legal. And we don’t need helmets either. I’m 
over 21. You’re over 21. Also, I completed my Motorcycle Operator 
Training Course two years ago, my Advanced Motorcycle Operator 
Training Course last year, and I’m covered by over $100,000 in medical 
insurance. So we can either go back up the 10 or take the scenic route.’ 

‘You’re not in any hurry to get home, are you?’ 

‘No,’ she replied, ‘not really.’ 

‘Let’s take the scenic route then,’ I suggested. 

I wasn’t in a hurry either, just glad to get out of there, and I wanted to 
hold on to her for a bit longer, as long as I could, if not forever. 

She gave it some throttle and we were off, heading back East. 

Well, it had been an incredible experience, and there were times I 
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honestly thought I wasn’t going to survive. My mettle had been tested to 
the hilt, with luck mostly on my side. I got the diamond and I found 
someone who perhaps was my soul-mate. It also looked like Angel was 
coming back to me as we zoomed down the streets. I could hear her 
singing in my ears, so I knew this little job was over. OK, I may not have 
saved the world, but I did save the girl. 
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